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VOYAGE ROUND THE WORLD, 

CHAPTER I. 

THE M ACOUARIE. 

F ever the searchers after Captain Grant were 
j tempted to despair, Purely was at this 
' moment when all their hopes were destroyed 
ajt a blow. n "owards what quarter of the world should 
ijiey direct tl,ei| endeavours ? How were they to explore 
new countries ? The Duncan was no longer available, 
and even an immediate return to their own land 
%as out of 'the question. Thus the enterprise of these 
generous Scots had failed. Failed! a despairing word 
that finds no echo in a brave soui ; and yet under the 
Vepeat^d blows of adverse fate, GLnarvan himself 
impelled to acknowledge his inability to prosecute hia 
. oted efforts. 

Mary Grant at thi° crisis nerved herself to fhe 
nevertnufter tne name of her father. She v 
when- she thought of the 
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unfortunate crew who had perished. The daughter 
was merged in the friend, and she now took upon her 
to console Lady Glenarvan, who till now had been her 
faithful comforter! She was the first to speak of 
returning to Scotland. John Mangles was filled with 
admiration at seeing her so courageous and so resigned. 
He wanted to say a word further in the cap! 
rest, but Mary stopped him with a glance, 

# wards said to him, 

“No, Mr. John, we must think of those \\ 
tured their lives. Lord Glenarvan must return to 
*,^Europe ! ” 

“You arc right, Miss Mary,” answered John 
Mangles, “ he must. Besides, the English authorities 
must be informed of the fate of the Duncan, But do 
not despair. Rather than abandon our search, I will' 
resume it alone ! I will either find Captain Grant or 
perish in the attempt !” 

It was a serious undertaking to which John Mangles 
bound himself ; Mary accepted it, and gave her hand to 
the young captain, as if to ratify the treaty. On John 
Mangles’ side it was a life’s devotion, on Mary’s, un- 
dying gratitude. 

During that day, their departure was finally 
5 arranged; they resolved to reach Melbourne without 
delay. Next day John went, to inquire about the sljips 
ready to sail. He expected to find frequent communi- 
cation between Eden and Victoria. 

He was disappointed ; ships were scarce. Thfree or 
four vessels, anchored in Twofold Bay, constituted the 
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- fleet of the place ; none of them bound for 
oourne, nor Sydney, nor Point de Galle, from any 
&f which ports, Glenarvan would have found ships 
loading for England. In fact, the Peninsular and 
Oriental Company has a regular line of packets between 
these points and’ England. 

Under these circumstances what was to be done ? 
Waiting for a ship might be a tedipus allair, for Two- 
"TofoBay is not much frequented. Numbers of ships) 
pass by without touching. 

After due reflection And discussion, Glenarvan had 
nearly decided to follow the coast road to Sydney, 
when Paganel made an unexpected proposition. # 
The geographer had visited Twofold Bay on ■fiis 
own account, and was aware that there were no means 
of transport for Sydney or Melbourne. 

But of the three vessels anchored in the roadstead, 
one was loading for Auckland, the capital of the 
northern island of New Zealand. PaganePs proposal 
was to freight the ship in question, and get to Auck- 
land, whence it would be easy to return to Europe by 


the boats of the Peninsular and Oriental Company. 

This proposition was taken into serious considera- 
tion. Paganel on this occasion dispensed with the volley 
of arguments he generally indulged in. He confined 
himsplf to the bare' proposition, adding that the voyage 
tcynew Zealand was only five or six days — the distance, 
fact, being only about a thousand miles. 

By a singular coincidence Auckland is situated on 
the self-same parallel — the thirty-seventh — which the 
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explorers had perseveringly followed since .hey lu* 
coast of Araucania. Paganel might fairly have used this 
as an argument in favour of his scheme ; in fact, it was 
a natural opportunity of visiting the shores of New 
Zealand. 

But Paganel did not lay stress on this argument. 
After two mistakes, he probably hesitated to 
ifthitfjl interpretation 


of the document. Besides 


n 


be made of it? It said positively that ^ "eoriti- 
7 had served as a refuge for Captain Gr not an 
TsTand. Now, New Zealand was nothing but an island. 
jThis seemed decisive. Whether for this reason, or for 
^<some other, Paganel did not connect any idea of further 
‘ search with this proposition of reaching Auckland. 
He merely observed that regular communication existed 
between that point and Great Britain, and that it was 
easy to take advantage of it. 

John Mangles supported PaganePs proposal. He 
advised its adoption, as it was hopeless to await the 
problematical arrival of a vessel in Twofold Bay. But 
before coming to any decision, he thought it best to 


visit the ship mentioned by the geographer. 


van, the Major, Paganel, Robert, and 
self, took a boat, and a few strokes 


Man ok* s 
© 

brous 


Glenar- 
him* 
ht them 


alongside the ship anchored two cables’ length from the 
quay. 

It was a brig of 150 tons, named the Macrjua 
It was engaged in the coasting trade between 
various ports of Australia and New Zealand. The 
captain, or rather the “master” received his visitors 


tluSw 
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gruffly enough. They perceived that they had to do 
with a man of no education, and whose manners were 
in no degree superior to those of the five sailors of his 
crew. With a coarse, red face, thick hands, and a 
broken nose, blind of an eye, and his lips stained with 
the pipe, Will Halley was a sadly brutal-looking 
person. But they had no choice, and for so short 
a voyage it was not necessary to he very particular. 

“ What do you want? ** asked Will Halley, whe\f 
the strangers stepped on the poop of his ship. 

“ The captain/* answered John Mangles. 

“ I am the captain/* said Halley. “ What else do 
you want ? ** 

“ The Macquarie is loading for Auckland, I 
believe ? ** 

" Yes. What else ? ** 

“ What does she carry ? ** 

“ Everything: saleable and purchascable. What 
else?** 

“ When does she sail ? ** 

“ To-motrow at the mid-day tide. What else ? ** 

“ Docs she take passengers ? ’* 

“That depends on who the passengers are, and 
whether they are satisfied with the ship’s mess.** 

“They would bring their own provisions.** 

“ What else ? ** 

“ What else ? ** 

“ Yes. How many are there ? *’ 

“ Nine; two of them are ladies.** 

“ I have no cabins ; ” 
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a We will manage with such space as may be left 
at their disposal/’ 

“ What else ? " 

“Do you agree ? " said John Mangles, who was 
not in the least put out by the captain's peculiarities. 

“ We^ll sec/' said the master of the Macquarie. 

Will Halley took two or three turns on the poop, 
making it resound with his iron-heeled hoots, and then 
le turned abruptly to John Mangles. 

“ What would you pay ? " said he. 

“ What do you ask ? " replied John. 

“ Fifty pounds." 

Glen a r van looked consent. 

- “ Very good ! Fifty pounds," replied John Mangles, 
“ But passage only," added Halley. 

“ Yes, passage only." 

“ Food extra." 

“ i:xtra." 

“Agreed. And now," said Will, putting out his 
hand, “what about the deposit money ? " 

“Here is half of the passage-money, twenty-five 
pounds," said Mangles, counting out the sum to the 
master who pocketed it without a word. 

“All aboard to-morrow," said he, “before noon. 
Whether or no, I weigh anchor." 

“ We will be punctual." 

This said, Glenarvan, the Major, Robert, PagaiuJj 
and John Mangles left the ship, Halley not so much a- 
touching the oilskin that adorned his red locks. 

“What a brute ! " exclaimed John. 
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“ He will do,” answered Pagancl. “ He is a regular 
sea-wolf.” 

“A downright bear ! ” added the Major. 

“ I fancy,” said John Mangles, “ that the said bear 
has dealt in human flesh in his time.” 

“ What matter?” answered Glenarvan, “as long 
as he commands the Macquarie , and the Macquarie 
goes to New Zealand. From Twofold Bay to Auckland , 
we shall not see much of him; after Auckland we shal . 
see him no more.” 

Lady Helena and Mary Grant were delighted to 
hear that their departure was arranged for to-morrow. 
Glenarvan warned them that the Macquarie was inferior 
in comfort to the Duncan. But after what they had gone 
through, they were indifferent to trifling annoyances. 
M. Olbinett wars requested to look after the commis- 
sariat. The poor man, since the loss of the Dunn," 
had often lamented the fate of the unfortunate Mrs. 
Olbinett, who had remained on board, and of course had 
fallen a victim with the rest of the crew to the ferocity 
of the convicts. Still, he fulfilled his duties as steward 
with unflagging zeal, and the provisions consisted of 
choice stores which did not generally figure in the 
dietary scale of the brig. In a few hours his arrange- 
ments were complete. 

While these preparations were going on, the Major- 
went to cash some drafts Glenarvan had on the Union 
Bank of Melbourne. lie did not like to go unprovided 
with gold, nor yet without arms and ammunition; 
therefore he restocked his arsenal. As to Paganel, he 



The Macquarie. 


8 


provided himself with an excellent map of New Zealand, 
published by Johnston of Edinburgh. 

Mulrady was going on nicely. lie felt very little 
pain from the wound that so nearly cost him his life. 
Some hours at sea would complete his cure. He 
looked on the Pad lie breezes as a panacea for 
his ills. 

Wilson was told off to arrange the accommodation 
on board the Macquarie . Under his busy brush and 
broom things soon changed their aspect. 

Will Halley shrugged his shoulders, and let the 
sailor have his way. Glenarvan and his party gave him 
no concern. lie neither knew, nor cared to know, their 
names. His new freight represented fifty pounds, and 
he rated it far below the two hundred tons of c ured 
hides, which were stowed away in his hold. Skins first, 
men after. He was a merchant. As to his sailor 
qualification, he was said to be skilful enough in navi- 
gating these seas, whose reefs make them very dan- 
gerous. 

As the day drew' to a close, Glenarvan had a desire 
to go again to the point on the coast cut by the 37th 
parallel. Two motives prompted him. He wanted to 
examine once more the presumed scene of the wreck. 
Ayrton had certainly been quartermaster on the Bn- 
tannia y and the Britannia might ha\e been lost cm this 
part of the Australian coast ; on the east coast if not on 
the west. It would not do to leave without thorough 
investigation a locality which they were never to re- 
visit. 
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And then, failing the Britannia , the Duncan certainly 
fell into the hands of the convicts. Perhaps there had 
been a fight ? There might yet be found on the coast 
traces of a struggle, a last resistance. If the crew 
perished among the waves, the waves probably threw 
some bodies on the shore. 

Glenarvan, accompanied by his faithful John, went 
to carry out the final search. The landlord of the 
Victoria 1 lotel lent them two horses, and they set out 
on the northern road that skirts Twofold Bay. 

It was a melancholy journey. Glenarvan and 
Captain John trotted along without speaking, but they • 
understood each other. The same thoughts, the same 
anguish harrowed both their hearts. They looked at 
the sea-worn rocks ; they needed no words of question 
or answer. John’s well-tried zeal and intelligence were 
a guarantee that every point was scrupulously examined, 
tiie least likely places, as well as the sloping beaches 
and sandy plains where even the slight tides of the 
Pacific might have thrown some fragments of wreck. 
.But no indication was seen that could suggest further 
search in that quarter — all trace of the wreck escaped 
them still. 

As to the Duncan , no trace either. All that part of 
Australia, bordering the ocean, was desert. 

Still John Mangles discovered on the skirts of the 
shore evident traces of camping, remains of fires recently 
kindled under solitary Myall-trees. Had a tribe of 
wandering blacks passed that way lately? No, for 
Glenarvan saw a token which furnished incontestable 
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proof that the convicts had frequented that part of the 
coast. 

This token was a grey and yellow garment worn 
and patched, an ill-omened rag thrown down at the foot 
of a tree. It bore the convict’s original number at the 
Perth Penitentiary. The felon was not there, but his 
filthy garments betrayed his passage. This livery of 
crime, after having clothed some miscreant, was now 
decaying on this desert shore. 

“ Von see, John/’ said Glenarvan, “the convicts 
got as far as here! and our poor comrades of the 
* Duncan ?” 

“ Yes,” said John, in a low voice, thev never 
landed, they perished ! ” 

“Those wretches?” cried ( !Liiar\ an. If ever 
they fall into my hands I will avenge mv crew— ” 

Grief had hardened ( ilenanan’s features. For some 
minutes he gazed at the expanse before him, as if taking 
a last look of some ship disappearing in the distance. 
Then his eyes became dim ; be recovered himself in a 
moment, and without a word or a look, ^ct oil at a gallop 
towards Eden. 

One formnlitv remained to be gone through: the 
declaration to the police of what had occurred. 

It was made the same evening before Mr. Thomas 
Banks. The magistrate could scarcely conceal his 
satisfaction as he took down the statement, lie was 
enraptured at the tic-pan are of Ben Joyce and his gang. 
The whole eitv svmpathi/ed in this feeling. Australia 
was rid of the convicts, at the cost of a new crime, it i$ 
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true; but still they were gone. This important news 
was immediately telegraphed to the authorities of Mel- 
bourne and Sydney. 

After making the declaration, Glcnarvan returned 
to the Victoria Hotel. The wanderers passed their last 
evening sadly enough. Their thoughts recalled all the 
misfortunes they had encountered in this country 
They remembered how full of well-warranted hope they 
had been at Cape Bcrnouilb, and how eruellv disap- 
pointed at Twofold Bay ! 

Parallel was full of feverish agitation. John Mangles, 
who had watched him since the affair at Snowy River, 
felt that the geographer w as hesitating whether to speak 
or not to speak. A thousand times he had pressed him 
with questions, and failed in obtaining an answer. 

J Jut that evening, John, in lighting him to his room, 
asked him whv he was so nervous. 

“ Friend John,” said Pagancl, evasively, “ I am not 
more nervous to-night than 1 always am.” 

“ Mr. Pairanel,” answered John, ‘ ' vou have a 
secret that chokes you.” 

“ Well ! ” cried the geographer, gesticulating, 
“ what can I dor it is stronger than 1 ! ” 

“ What is stronger ? ” 

“My jov, on the one hand, my despair on the 
other.” 

“ You rejoice and despair at the same time ! ” 

“ Yes; at the idea of visiting New Zealand.” 

“Why ! have you any trace ? ” asked John, eagerly. 
4 ‘ Have you recovered the lost tracks? ” 



12 


The Macquarie . 


Cf No, friend John. No one returns from New 

Zealand ; but still you know human nature. All 

we want to nourish hope is breath. My device 
is, ( Spiro, spew/ and it is the best motto in the 
world ! " 
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CHAPTER II. 

A WORD ABOUT TIIE COUNTRY THEY WERE 
TO VISIT. 

Next dav, the 2;th of January, the passengers of the 
ISlacquarie were installed on board the brig. Will 
I lallev had not offered his cabin to his lady passengers. 
Tli is ^'mission was the less to be deplored, lor the den 
was worth}' of the bear. 

At half-past twelve the anchor was weighed, having 
been loosed from its holding-ground with some dilli- 
cultv. A moderate breeze was blowing from the south- 
west. The sails were gradually unfurled; the five 
hands made slow work. Wilson offered to assist the 
crew ; but Halley begged him to be quiet and not to 
interfere with what did not concern him. He was 
accustomed to manage his own affairs, and required 
neither assistance nor advice. 

This was aimed at John Mangles, who had smiled 
at the clumsiness of some manoeuvre. John took the 
Hint, but mentally resolved that he would nevertheless 
hold himself in readiness in case the incapacity of the 
crew should endanger the safety of the vessel. 
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I lowest, in time, the sails were adjusted by the 
It^^ikJWftided by the stimitius of the captain's oaths, 
stood out to sea on the larboard tack, 
per lower sails, topsails, top-gallants, cros§- 
F y| |^By f ^ih. By and by, the other sails were hoisted. 

of this additional canvas the brig made 
way. Her rounded bow, the width of her 


hold, and her heavy Stern, made her a bad sailer, the 
perfect type of a wooden shoe. 

.. They had to make the best of it. Happily, live 
days, or, at most, six, would take them to Auckland, 
uo matter how bad a sailer the Macquarie was. 

. At seven o’clock in the evening the Australian coast 
and the lighthouse of the port of Eden had faded out 
of sight. The ship laboured on the lumpy sea, and 
rolled heavily in the trough of the waves. The pas- 
sengers below suffered a good deal from this motion. 
But it was impossible to stay on deck, as it rained 
violently. Thus they were condemned to close im- 


prisonment. 

Each one of them was lost in 'his own reflections. 
Words were few. Now and then Lady Helena and 
Miss Grant exchanged a few syllables. Glenarvau was 
restless ; he went in and out, while the Major was 
impassible. John Mangles, followed by Robert/went 
on the poop from time to time, to look at the weather, 
Paganei sat in his corner, muttering vague and inco- 
herent words* 

What was the worthy geographer thinking of? jOi 
New Zealand, the country to which destiny was ||piing^ 
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him. He went mentally over all its history ; he called 
to mind the scenes of the past in that ill-omened 
country. 

But in all that history was there a fact, was there a 
solitary incident that could justify the discoverers of 
these islands in considering; them as “a continent.” 
Could a modern geographer or a sailor concede to them 
such a designation. Pagancl was always revolving the 
meaning ol the document. He was possessed with the 
idea; it became his ruling thought. After Patagonia, 
alter Australia, his imagination, allured by a name, ilew 
to New Zealand, But in that direction one point, and 
only one, stood in hi- w av. 

li Cutif '.n — //’ be repeated, “ that mist mean 
• out incut ! ” 

And tiaai he iT'imii'l his mental ivt oM-u t oi the 
na\ 1 gators who made known to 11s them two great 
islands of the Southern Sea. 

It was on the Igth oi December, 1^42, that the 
Ou tell navigator Tasman, alter discovering Van Die- 
meu’s Land, Muhtcd tl:c unknown shores ot New 
Zealand. lie roaMed .il « > n _r lor several da\^, mid oil 
the i 7th of December his -laps penetrated into a large 
bav, which terminat'd in a narrow stvair, separating 
the two island^. 

The northern island was called bv the natives Ika- 
na-Mani, a word winch dignities the twh ot Mam. I he 
southern island was called Tavai-Pouna-Mou, u the 
whale that yields the greenstone.” 

Abel T asman sent his boats on shore, and they 
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returned accompanied by two canoes and a noisy com- 
pany of natives. These savages were of middle height, 
of brown or yellow complexion, angular bones, harsh 
voices, and black hair, which was dressed in the 
Japanese ilianner, and surmounted by a tall white 
feather. 

This first interview between Europeans and abo- 
rigines seemed to promise amicable and lasting inter- 
course. But the next day, when one of Tasman’s boats 
was looking for an anchorage nearer to the land, seven 
canoes, manned bv a great number of natives, attacked 
them fiercely. The boat capsized and filled. The 
quartermaster in command was instantly struck with 
a badly-sharpened spear, and fell into the sea. Of his 
six companions four wi re killed ; the other two and the 
quartermaster were aide to swim to the ships, and were 
picked up and recovered. 

After this sad occurrence Tasman set. sail, confining 
his revenge to giving the natives a lew musket-shot^, 
which probably did not reach them. He left thi^ bav 
—which still hears the name ot Massacre Bav — followed 
the western coa^t, and on the yph of January, anchored 
near the northernmost point. Here the violence of the 
Surf, as well as the unfriendly attitude of the natives, 
prevented his obtaining water, and he finally quitted 
these shores, giving them the name of Staten-land, or 
the Hand of the States in honour of the States* 
General . 

.The Dutch navigator concluded that these islands 
were adjacent to the islands ol the s; me name on the 
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east of Terra del Fuego/ at .the southern point of the 
American continent. He thought he had found " the 
.Great £ C it hern Continent.” 

“ Bht/ ; said PagancL to himself, "what a seven- 
teenth century sailor might call a ‘continent* would 
never stand for one with a nineteenth century man. 
No Mich mistake qan be supposed! No! there is 
something here which baffles me.” 

During more than a century, Tasman’s discovery 
was forgotten, and New Zealand seemed to have 
dropped out of existence, when a French navigator, 
Surville, renewed acquaintance with it in latitude 35° 37'. 
At first lie had no reason to complain of the natives; 
but he experienced gales of extreme violence, and on 
One occasion a great storm, during which the sloop 
c&ut&ining the sick of the expedition was driven on 
shore 'at Refuge Bay. There a chief named Nagui-Noui 
received the Frenchmen with great cordiality, and 

\ ^ 4 ' ^ yl' % * 

tended them rg rns own hut. Fverytlnng went on 

satisfactorily until one of Surville’s boats was stolen. 

Surville complained in vain, and thought proper to 

punish the theft bv burning the whole village — a terrible 

W V "~ 

and unjust revenge, which was not without its effect in 
the bloody reprisals which ensued at no distant date. 

On the 6th of October, 1769, the ilmstr ous Captain 
Cook appeared on thes* shores. He anchored in 
Taiarva Bay with his ship, the Emicuvuur. and tried to 
win the natives by good usage. But to 'real people 
well, mustdirsfc^tch theixt. Cook did not hesitate 
to take two or three pn§o*$prs, and his benefac* 



J JVord about the Country 


18 


tions on them. These prisoners, loaded with presents 
and caresses, were then sent back to the shore. In a 
little while several natives, stimulated by the story of 
their fellows, came on board voluntarily, and traded 
with the Europeans. Some davs after. Cook steered 
to Uawkcs* Bav, a vast hollow in the eastern coast ol 
t lie northern island, and here he found himself met by 
warlike, noisv, airiircssivo natives. They became so 
troublesome, that it was necessary to quiet them by a 
broadside from the ship. 

The 20th October the Endeavour anchored in Toko- 
malon Bav, and found a peacefully-disposed village of 
two hundred souls. The botanists oi the expedition 
made explorations, and the natives took them < >n shore 
in tlieir own canoes. Cook united two Milages fortified 
with palisades, parapets, and double ditches, which 
displaced considerable knowledge of the art ol war. 
The principal of these fort* was situated on a rock 
which at hiedi water was an island; i^leed, more than 
an island, tor the wa\e- not onlv surround* d it, hut. 
th.v roared through a natural an h sixty leet hudi, on 
to.: top of wliu.ii stood this inaccessible “ Bahd’ 

On the 31-r of March, L 'ook, who dm me" live 
i n ? u 1 1 1 s li.nl ama-'-cd a:i ample harvest o{ curiosities, 
plants, ethnologic al and ethnographical note-., gave In-* 
n ame t*» the -trait which s« par.ites the two island-, and 
U‘r New Zealand, lie wa- destined to inwi-ut it m lu-> 
later v- vane-. 

Not lomx alur — iA js ? m the year 1773 — the great, 
cir. unavigato; reappeared at 1 lawkcs* Bav, and wit- 
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nessetl scenes of cannibalism, which, however, must be 
attributed to his own oflicers. They had found on the 
shore the mutilated remains of a young savage, took 
them on board, u cooked them,” and set them before 
the natives, who fell too with voracious greed. It was 
a hideous frolic, to make themselves cannibal-cooks! 

Cook on his third voyage paid another visit to these 
shores, for which he had a particular fancy, and of 
which he was bent on completing the hydrographic 
survey. He left them for the last time on the 25th of 
February, 1777. 

In 1791, Vancouver lay for twenty days in Sombre 
Bay, without anv valuable result to natural or geo- 
graphical science. D'Kntrecasteaux, in 1 793, surveyed 
2 ;") miles of coast of the northern part of Ika-na-Mani. 
' 1 'he merchant-captains Hausen and Dalrymplc, followed 
bv Baden, Richardson and Moody, made flying visits ; 
and Dr. Savage, duriiur a live weeks* stay, collected 
some interesting particulars on the manners and 
customs <>f the New Zealanders. 

In the same war, 1 S.o, the nephew ot the duel 
Kang lhou, the intelligent Doiu-Tara, embarked on the 
ship //'em which lav at anchor in the. Bay ot Islands, 
and was under the command oi Captain Baden. 

Perhaps some Maori Homer may w rite an epic on 
the ad\entures ot I )oua- 1 ara. I hev were fertile m 
disaster, injustice, and ill-usage. Breaches ot faith, 
Sequestration, blows and wounds were the wages he 
received for his faithful sen ices. What an idea he 
must have formed ol the races who call themselves 
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civilized ! They took him to London. They made 
him a common sailor, and the butt of the whole 
crew. But for the Rev. Mr. Marsden he would have 
died from ill-usage. The missionary took a lively 
interest in the young savage, in whom he discerned a 
sound judgment and a brave heart, wonderfully blended 
with gentleness, grace, and affability. Marsden pro- 
cured for him some sacks of wheat and implements 
of agriculture for his own country. He was robbed 
of it all. He was the victim of successive mis- 
fortunes and suderines till the year 1S14, when we 
find him once more settled in the land of his ancestors. 
He w as beginning to reap the benefit o{ his experience* 
when he was tut of] by death in the twent v-ch/hth year 
of his a ire, just as he was preparing to regenerate Ins 
blood-stained country. Ills undoubtedly post- 

poned the triumph of civilization bv many years ! 

Till 1816, New Zealand was abandoned. At that 
date Thompson, in 1817 Luhard, in 1819 Marsden, 
travelled o\cr ditlerent parts ot these i*dund>, and ip. 
1820 Richard Cruise, a captain of the 84t h Tout) made 
a stay of ten months, with valuable result', to science, 
as to tin* manners of the abonyinc". 

In 1824, Dupcrrcy, commander of the ( n-/;nlle } lav 
in the Bav of Islands for fifteen days, and had oni\ 
praise to express his opinion of the natives. 

After him, 1 < iHzj, the English whaler Mercury \x ad 
to defend herself irom pillage and murder. The same 
year Captain Dillon was me t hospitably received on 


two occasions. 
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They were to Visit . 

In March, 1837, the commander of the Astrolabe , 
the illustrious Dumont D'Urville, passed several nights 
safely, though unarmed, in the midst of the natives, 
interchanging presents and songs, and sleeping in the 
native huts ; he also carried on without molestation, 
his interesting survey operations, which have been so 
valuable to the Marine Department. 

Ouite otherwise it fared with the Emrlish briir 
Umt r. 9 , commanded by John James, which in the 
following year touched at the Bay of Islands, and then 
proceeded to the East Cape, where they had a great 
deal to sull'er from the treachery of a chief named 
Enararo. Some of the ship's company suffered a fearful 
death. 

From these eontradictorv occurrences, these alter- 
nations of gentleness and barbarity, it must be 
supposed that too often the cruelties of the New 
Zealanders were only reprisals. Good or bad treat- 
ment depended on good or had captains. 1 here were 
some lew unprovoked attacks on the part of the 
natives, but in the 12re.it majority of cases they were 
acts of retaliation, }u*ovoked bv Europeans, and unfor- 
tunately the chastisement fell on those who did not 
deserve it. 

After D'Urville, the ethnography oi New Zealand 
was completed by a hold explorer who twenty times 
went round the world, a nomad, a scientific Bohemian, 
named Earle. He visited the unknown portions ot 
these islands without any danger to himself on the 
part of the natives, though he was witness ot many 
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cannibal entertainments. The New Zealanders ate 
one another with revolting relish. 

Captain Laplace, in jSji, found a similar state of 
things during his stay at the Hay of Islands . The 
native wars had acquired a new element, for the savages 
had learnt to use fire-arms, and handled them with 
wonderful precision. Bv this means, the formerly 
flourishing and populous lands of Ika-na-Mani had 
been transformed into dreary solitudes. Whole tribes 
had disappeared like flocks of sheep, roasted and eaten. 

The missionaries exerted themselves vainlv to over- 
come these sanguinary tendencies. Since 1808, the 
Church Missionary Society had been sending its ablest 
agents to the principal points in the Southern island. 
But the barbarism of the New Zealanders obliged them 
to suspend the Mission. It was not till 1814, that Mr. 
Marsden, the protector of Dmia-Tara, and Messrs. 
Hail and King landed in the Bay of Islands, ami bought 
from the chiefs a tract of country containing two hun- 
dred acres for twelve iron axes ; and tins br'-ame the 
nucleus of the Anglican Society. 

At first thev had great difficulties. But at length 
the natives began to respect the blameless lives of the 
missionaries. Thev accepted their care and their 
doctrines. Some naturally ferocious characters became 
softened, rind a feeling of gratitude was aroused in these 
untutored rnimK On one occasion, in the vear *824, 
the New Zealanders even acted as protectors to the 
missionaries against some infuriated sailors who were 
insulting them and threatening further ill-usage. 
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Thus, as time went 011, the missions prospered, 
notwithstanding the intrusion of convicts who had 
escaped from Port Jackson, and who demoralised the 
native population. In 1831, the 4f Evangelical Mis- 
sionary Journal n mentioned two considerable mission- 
stations, one situated at Kidi-Kidi, on the banks of a 
stream running into the sea at the Bay of Islands, the 
other at Pai-hia on the bank of the Kawa-Kawa river. 
The Christian natives had made the roads under the 
direction of the missionaries, cut tracks through 
immense forests, and bridged the torrents. Each 
missionary went in turn to preach the religion of civili- 
zation to the remoter tribes, building chapels of rushes 
or bark, schools for the native children, and on the roof 
of these unpretending erections was displayed the 
mission flair, inscribed with a cross, and the words 
“ Roniro Pai,” that is, “ The Gospel,” in New Zealand 
language. 

Unfortunately, the influence of the missionaries did 
not extend beyond their stations. All the wandering 
part of the population escaped their operations. Can- 
nibalism was abolished onlv among the Christians, and 
even among them it was desirable to avoid occasions ot 
temptation. The cannibal instinct beats in the pulses 
of their blood. 

Furthermore, these savage countries are always in a 
chronic state of war. The New Zealanders are not like 
the Australians, a brutalized race, fleeing before Euro- 
pean advances; they, on the contrary, make a stout 
resistance, they defend themselves, they hate the 
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invader, and an irrepressible hatred animates them to 
this day against the English emigrants. The future of 
these great islands hangs on a thread. On the issue 
of an armed contest depend their fate, either immediate 
civilization or a profound barbarism for centuries to 
come. 

Such was PaganePs mental review of the history of 
New Zealand. II is brain was in a ferment of im- 
patient expectation, but nothing in the retrospect had 
warranted him in giving th<* name of “continent” 
to a oountrv composed of two islands; and although 
some words in the document had excited his imagina- 
tion, these two svllahles “ eontin ” stood obstinately in 
the wav of anv novel interpretation. 
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CHAPTER III. 

.\ 1 : \V 7 } ; \ L A M ) M \ SS A(’K i:s. 

On the 31st of January, four davs after starting, the 
Macf/narit • had not done two-thirds of the distance 
between Australia and New Zealand. Will Halley 
took very little heed to the working of the ship ; he let 
tilings take their chance. He seldom showed himself, 
for which no one was sorrv. No one would have com- 
plained if he had passed all his time in his cabin, but 
for the fact that the brutal captain was everv dav under 
the influence of gin or brandy. His sailors willingly 
followed his example, and no ship ever sailed more en- 
tirely depending on Providence than the ALirtjuane did 
from 'Twofold Bay. 

This unpardonable carelessness obliged John Mangles 
to keep a watchful eve ever open. Mulrady and Wilson 
more than once brought round the helm when some 
careless steering threatened to throw the ship on her 
beam-ends. Often Will Hallev would interfere and 
abuse the two sailors with a vollev of oaths. The latter, 
in their impatience, would have liked nothing better than 
to bind this drunken captain, and lower him into the 
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hold, for the rest of the voyage. But John Mangles 
succeeded, after some persuasion, in calming their well- 
grounded indignation. 

Still, the position of things filled him with anxiety; 
but, for fear of alarming (jlenarvan, fie spoke onlv to 
Paganel or the Major. McNabbs recommended the 
same course as Mulradv and Wilson. 

“ If you think it would be for the general good, 
John,” said McNabbs, “you should not hesitate to 
take the command of the vessel. When we get to 
Auckland the drunken imbecile can resume his com- 
mand, and then he is at liberty to wreck himself, if that 
is his fancy.” 

“All that is verv true, Mr. McNabbs, and it it h 
absolutely necessary 1 will do it. As long as we are on 
open sea, a careful look out is enough; mv sailors and 
I are watching on the poop; hut when we get near the 
coast, I confess I shall he uneasy if Ifalley does not 
come to his scums.” 

“ Could not you direct the course r” asked Paganel. 

“That would be diliieulr,” replied John. ‘‘Would 
you believe that there is not a chart on boat:! ? ” 

“ Is that so ? ” 

“ It is indeed. The Mac (jwsric otdv doe*' a coasting 
trade between Kden and Auckland, and Halley is so at 
home in these waters that he takes no observations.” 

“ I suppose !.e thinks the ship knows the way, and 
steers herself.” 

“Ha! ha!” laughed John Mangles; “I do not 
believe in ships that steer themselves; and if Halley is 
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drunk when we get among soundings, he will get us all 
into trouble.” 

“Let us hope,” said Paganel, “ that the neighbour- 
hood of land will bring him to his senses.” 

“ Well, then,” said McNabbs, “if needs were, you 
could not sail the Macquarie into Auckland ? ” 

“Without a chart of the coast, certainly not. The 
coast is very dangerous. It is a series of shallow fiords 
as irregular and capricious as the fiords of Norway. 
There arc a great many reefs, and it requires great ex- 
perience to avoid them. The strongest ship would he 
lost if her keel struck one of those rocks that are sub- 
merged but a few feet below the water.” 

0 In that ease those on board would have to take 
refuge on the coast ” 

“ If there was time.” 

“A terrible extremitv ! ” said Paganel, “for thev 
are not hospitable shores, and the dangers of the land 
are not less appalling than the dangers of the sea.” 

“You refer to the Maories, Monsieur Paganel?” 
asked John Mangles. 

“ Yes, mv friend. Thev have a bad name in titese 
waters. It is not a matte! of timid or brutish Aus- 
tralians, hut of an intelligent and sanguinary race, 
cannibals greedy of human flesh, man-eaters to whom 
we should look in vain for pity.” 

“ Well, then,” exclaimed the Major, “ it Captain 
Grant had been wrecked cm the coast of New Zealand, 
you would dissuade 11s from looking for him.” 

“ Oh, you might search on the coasts,” replied the 
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geographer, “ because you might find traces of the 
Britannia, but not in the interior, for it would be useless. 
Every European who ventures into these fatal districts 
falls into the hands of the Maones, and a prisoner in 
the hands of the Maories is a lost man. I have urged 
my friends to cross the Pampas, to toil over the plains 
of Australia, but I will never lure them into the mazes 
of the New Zealand forest. May Heaven be our guide, 
and keep us from ever being thrown within the power 
of those tierce natives ! 

The fears of Paganel were but too well-grounded. 
New Zealand has a terrible reputation, and the annals 
of its discovery are w ritten m blood. 

The martvr-roll of navigators numbers many victims 
to the New Zealanders. The list begins with Abel 
Tasman’s five sailors, who were killed and eaten. After 
him Captain Turknev and his boat's crew met the 
same fate. Toward* the eastern part of Eovcuux 
Strait, five whale-fishers belonging to the S.y dneu ('ore, 
all fell victims to the cannibals. Also must be reckoned 
four men from the schooner Brutln rv, assassinated at 
Molynenx 1 lai hour, several soldiers of ( ienera! (kites, 
and three deserters of the Matilda, and then we come to 
the sadly famous name of Captain Marion I)u ITene. 

On the l ith of May, 1772, after Cook’s first 
voyage, the Fr* uh Captain Marion anchored Ins ship, 
the Ma\< urin } m the Bay of Islands, m company with 
tiu Cadncs, commanded bv Captain Crozet. 

I he craft) Manxes received the new arrivals with 
apparent e<>rih-iiity. r fhey even feigned timidity, and 
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had to be assured by presents, kindnesses, daily inter- 
course, and long interchange of civilities before they 
appeared to be at ease. 

Their chief, Takouri, who was very intelligent, be- 
longed to the Wumgaroa tribe, according to Dumont 
D’Urville, and he was a relative of the native who was 
carried off by Surville, two years before the arrival of 
Captain Marion. 

In a country where every Maori is bound in honour 
to avenue an outrage m blood, Takouri could not forget 
t lie injury to his tribe, lie. waited patiently for the 
arrival of a Kuropean ship, planned his revenge, and 
carried it out with cold-blooded atrocity. 

After pretending to fear the French visitors, Takouri 
neglected nothing that could lull them into perfect con- 
fidence. lie and his comrades often passed the night 
on board the ^hips. They brought the choicest fish. 
Their wives and daughters accompanied them. They 
b urnt to know the officers by name, and inv ited them to 
visit their villages. Marion and Crozet lured by these 
appearances, went through the whole district, inhabited 
by about four thousand inhabitants. The natives ran 
before them unarmed, and did everything to inspire 
absolute confidence. 

Captain Marion bad come to the Hay ot Islands, 
intending to repair the masts of the Castries, which had 
suffered severely m recent storms. He examined the 
interior of the country, and on the 23rd ot May he 
found a forest of magnificent cedars about six miles 
from the shore, and within reach of a bay not more 
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than three miles from the ships. There an establish- 
ment was formed, where two-thirds of the crews, fur- 
nished with axes and other tools, toiled at felling trees, 
and making good the roads that led to the beach. Two 
other points were selected : one in the little island of 
AIotou-Aro, in the middle of the harbour, where the sick 
were sent, and the blacksmiths and coopers of the expe- 
dition ; the other on shore, or the sea-coast, lour miles 
from the ships — this last was in communication with 
the carpentering camp. At all these posts, sturdy and 
skilful savages assisted the sailors in their various em- 
ployments. 1 T , / T 

Still Captain Marion bad not omitted some pru- 
dential measures. The savages were never to come on 
board armed, and the boats never u ent on >hoiv without 
beinif fully armed ; but Marion and the most distrustful 
of his otlicem were deluded by the conduct of the natives, 
and the captain ordered the disarming of the boat"-. 
Captain Cro/et tried to induce Marion to rtseind this 
order, but in sam. 

After this, the kiudm and friendship of the New 
Zealanders was redoubled. The chiefs and the naval 
■Zkvrs lived on a footm:r of perfect intimaev. Re- 
| - ated! v Tiikoun brought Ins son on board, am! left turn 
: . -deep in the cabin. On the Stb of June, on the 
o a-ion of a corcmoiuoih to the shore, Marion 

\ 11 acknowledg'd *rreat < hief ” of all the eountrv, 
a. a 1 four white .eati.c:s were ^tuek in: > hi> hair as an 
be* >rarv distin tio.n. 

Thus matter; o -at on til! t!; • ships had lain in the 
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Bay of Islands thirty-three days. The work of making 
good the masts was advancing; the tanks were being 
idled with fresh water at the island of Motou-Aro. 
Captain Crozet superintended the carpenters’ depart- 
ment, and all looked forward with good grounds of hope 
to the successful termination oi their enterprise. 

On the 1 2th of June, at two o’clock, the captain’s 
boat was equipped for a fishing party at the foot of 
Takouri’s village. Marion set. oil, accompanied by the 
two junior officers, Vaudneourt and Lrhoux, a volunteer, 
the captain oj the guns, and. twelve sailors. Takouri 
and live other chiefs were oi the party. Nothing fore- 
shadowed the terrible late that awaited sixteen out of 
the seventeen Europeans. 

flic boat left the ship, steered towards the land, and 
those who were on board the two shops soon io-^t sight 
ot it. 

1‘hat evening Captain Marion did not return on 
hoard to sice]). This, however, did not awaken any 
apprehension. It was supposed that lie was visiting 
th ' mast-ward, ami Max he: there for the night. 

Next dav, at live o'clock, the long-boat, of the 
C ’/ / > / / / f n wa nt, a u>iui, tor water to the island of 
iloiou-Aro, and return-, d w ithout encountering anv 
unusual eireimM tinax 

At nine nVIovk the look-out man on board the 
A/cn, 1 /;/// saw in the watr a man ^wnnmmg towards 
the vessel, apparently aime- t exhausted. A boat went 
to !us assistance and beewht linn on board. 

It was Turner, one id Captain Marion’s boat-crew. 
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He had a wound in his side, produced by two blows of 
a spear, and he was the only one who returned of the 
seventeen who had left the vessel the day before. He 
was asked to relate what had occurred, and soon the 
details of the horrible tragedy were made known. 

The unfortunate boat had arrived at the village at 
seven o'clock in the morning. The savages came gaily 
down to receive their visitors. They even carried on 
their shoulders the officers and sailors who did not wish 
to tret wet m landing. 

Then the Frenchmen became separated from each 
other, and in a mome nt, the savages armed with spears, 
clubs and bludgeons, le!f upon them, ten to one, and 
massacred them. The sailor Turner received two 
spe ar-wountU, and then he managed to escape ,111(1 
conceal himselt m the M-rub. f rom thi^ hiding-place 
he beheld horrible scenes. I be mv.i^s stripped the 
dead of their c lothe-, opened the abdomen, hacked tium 
ill pieces 

While the savages were- thus occupied, Turner, tm- 
] ; n/eived, threw him-cll into tin* v, a, and wa> re « 4 
m a dving "tate hv the hoar of the H<: 

This e'.uit spread consternation anion::' the tw » 
t ri V. \ \ cll'jVilie' a!! tin ill. [hit before 

the dead, thev had IoKsiic til e In mg. 1 liriv 
v. e'.v time j o >> t -» on shore -urrotmd'b hv tliousamfs of 
ha d-rhirwp, m* ;iims, with new iv «pih ki lled appetites. 

In the ah- a c m Captain Cro/et, who had paw d 
he: nijit .it U< mast-\ard, 1 )u<. leMiimr, the first 
< hicer, took mcu'-urw a> tlie urgency of the case 
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? 'The Md$carin 9 s long-boat was sent oft 
icer and a detachment of soldiers. This 
jfigSt of all to go to the assistance of the 
skirted the shore, saw Captain 
to^.flying disabled on the beach, and 


• Capi&io Crozet, absent as has been mentioned, 
knew nothing of the massacre, Ofrhen about two o’clock 
in the mferno'on. he saw the detachment come in sight. 
Tic guessed that some disaster had befallen. He 
hastened forward and soon learnt the truth. He 
ordered that nothing should he told to his companions 
lest they should be overcome with alarm. 

% 'The savages, assembled i*. crowds, were grouped on 
all the heights. Captain Crozet had the principal tools 
removed, others buried, set; lire to the huts, and began 

his retreat with sixtv then. 

* ■*% 

The natives followed him, calling “ Takouri male 
Marion Thev hoped to terrify the sailors by pro- 
claiming the death of their eommaiukr. But the sailors 
were so exasperated that Captain Crozet could scarcely 
prevent their attacking the wretches.' 

The six miles were accomplished. Idle detachment 
reached the shore, and embarked in the boats the men 
of the first post. All tb* :ime a thousand savages, 
seated, n the ground, aim'd. But when the 

Ujats got olf the. shore the stones began to fly, when 
instantly four of the sailors, excellent marksmen, 
picked oft', one after the other, all the chiefs, to the 
Takouii has killed Mdfrion. 


N, z. 
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intense astonishment of the natives, who were unac- 
quainted with fire-arms. 

Captain Crozet reached the Mas car in, and then 
despatched the boat to the island of Motou-Aro. A 
detachment of soldiers was left to pass the night on 
the island, and all the sick were safely brought on board. 

Next dav a second detachment went to reinforce 
the post. They had to clear the island of savages 
and complete the watering. The village of Motou-Aro 
contained three hundred inhabitants. The French 
attacked them. Six chiefs were* killed ; the rest of the 
natives fell at the point of the bayonet, and the village 
was burnt. 

Still, the Castries could not put to sea without 
masts, and Crozet, obliged to abandon his cedar trees, 
was driven to making joined masts. The watering 
went on steadily. 

A month elapsed. The savayes made some 
attempts to retake Motou-Aro, but failed. Whenever 
their canoes came within ranye of the ships, they were 
fired on from the yuns. 

At last the work was done. They only had to 
make sure that none of the .sixteen victims of the 
massacre survived, and then to avenge their deaths. 
The boat, with a nunierou -jjgLctac hment of otficers and 
soldiers, set out for 'lakouiYs ffllage. 

At its approach, the treacherous ami cowardly chief 
ran aw av, wcariny on bis shoulders Captain Marion's 
cloak. The huts of hh village were carefully searched. 
In his own house thev found the skull of a man which 
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had been recently cooked. A human thigh was impaled 
on a wooden spit. A shirt, with a blood-stained collar, 
was recognized as belonging to Marion, also clothes; 
the pistols of young Vaudricourt, the boat-arms, and 
some clothes in rags. Further on, in another village, 
there were human entrails cleaned and cooked. 

These incontestable proofs of murder and canni- 
balism were collected, and the human relies carefully 
interred ; after which the villages of Takouri and 
Piki-ore, his accomplice, were given to the flames. The 
14th of Julv, 1772, the twowssels quitted these melan- 
choly shores. 

Such was the catastrophe which must aluavs recur 
to the mind of any traveller who sets foot on the New 
Zealand coast. The captain who does not profit bv the 
teachings of sued) experience must be foolhardy indeed. 
The New Zealanders are always treacherous and can- 
nibal. Cook, in his turn, found it so on the occasion 
jf his second voyage in 1775* 

The boat of one of his ships, the Jdvniturt, com- 
manded bv Captain Furneaux, having landed on the 
17th December to collect, wild plants, did not return. 
A midshipman and nine men had manned her. Cap- 
tain Furneaux became uneasy, and sent Lieutenant 
Burney in search of them. W hen Burney arrived at 
the landing place, he found, to use his own words, “ a 
scene of carnage and barbarism of which it is impossible 
to speak without horror; heads, entrails, lungs of many 
of our poor fellows, la) scattered on the sand, and eh we 
at hand were dogs devouring similar fragments.” 
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To close the tale of blood, mention must be made 
of the ship Brothers, which in 1815 was attacked by 
New Zealanders, and all the crew of the Boyd , Captain 
Thompson, massacred in 3820. Finally, on March 1, 
1829, at Waikato, the chief, Enararo, pillaged the English 
brig Hawes, of Svdnev ; his tribe of cannibals murdered 
several sailors, and cooked and ate the bodies. 

Such was New' Zealand whither the Marqnaric was 
bound, manned by a stupid crew, and commanded by a 
drunkard. 
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CHAPTER TV. 

Till- 11 KHAKI*. US. 

St run this wearisome voyage dragged on. On the 
2nd ol February, six daws from starting, the Macquarie 
had not vet made a nearer acquaintance with the shores 
ot Auekland. The wind was lair, nevertheless, and 
blew steadilv from the south-west; hut the eurrents 
were against the ship's eourse, and she seareelv made 
ativ way. The heavy, lumpv sea strained her eordage, 
her timbers creaked, and she lahoureil pain t ul 1 y in the 
trough of the sea. Her standing nggimr was so out ot 
order, that it allowed plav to the masts, wlueh were 
violently shaken at everv roll ol the vessel. 

Fortunately, W ill llallev was not a man in a hurry, 
and did not use a press of eanvas, or his masts would 
inevitably have eome down. John Mangles therefore 
hoped tli.vt: the wretched hull would reach port without: 
accident; but it irrieved him th.it his companions should 
have to suller so much discomfort from the defective 
arrangements of the brig. 

But neither Lady Helena nor Alary Grant uttered a 
word of complaint, though the continuous rain obliged 
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them to stay below, where the want of air and the 
violence of the motion were painfully felt. They often 
braved the weather, and went on the poop till driven 
down again bv the force of a sudden squall. Then 
they returned to the narrow space, fitter for stowing 
cargo than accommodating passengers, especially ladies. 

Their friends did their best to amuse them. Pagan el 
tried to beguile the time with his stories, but it was a 
hopeless ease. Their minds were so distracted at this 
change of route as to be quite unhinired. Much as they 
had been interested in his dissertations on the Pampas 
or Australia, his lectures on New Zealand fell on cold 
and inditferent ears. Besides, they were gom<: to tins 
n w and ill-reputed country without enthusiasm, with- 
out conviction, not even o{ their own live will, but 
solely at the bidding of de.stinv. 

Of ali the passengers on board the Ma ■< fuurie , 
the most to he pitied was Lord (ilenarvan. lie was 
rarelv to be seen below. He could not stay in one 
place. Ili* nervous organization was highly excited, 
could not submit to confinement between lour narrow 
bulkheads. All day long, even all night, rctranlles^ 
of the torrents of rain and the dashing waves, he 
stayed on the poop, sometimes leaning on the rail, 
Sometimes walking too ami fro m feverish agitation. 
His e}es wandered ccascf >Hv over the blank horizon, 
fie it. (iiirmit cvitv short interval nt 

dw ir weather. It see nr d as il be* sought to question 
the voiceless waters ; he lonucd to tear away the veil of 
fog and vapour that obscured his view . He could not 
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be resigned, and iiis features expressed the bitterness oi 
his grief. lie was a man of energy, till now happy 
and powerful, and deprived in a moment of power and 
happiness. John Mangles bore him company, and 
endured with him the inclemency of the weather. On 
this day Glenarvan looked more anxiously than ever at 
each point where a break in the mist enabled him to 
do so. John came up to him, and said, 

“ Your Lordship is looking out for the land ? ” 
Glenarvan shook his head in dissent. 

“ And vet,” said the voung captain, “ von must be 
lomrimr to quit this vc.ssc I. vv e ought to have seen 
the lights of Auckland t hi rt \ -six hours ago.” 

Glenarvan made no replv. 1 le still looked, and for 
a moment his elass was pointed towards the horizon to 
windward. 

The land is not on that side, mv Lord,” said John 
Manuks. u Look more to starboard.” 

u Whv, John?” replied Glenarvan. “I am not 
looking for the land.” 

What then, mv Lord ? ” 

“ Mv vaeht ! the Duncan '' said Glenarvan, hotly. 
“ ft must he here on thc^e coasts, skimming these very 
waves, plavimjf the vile part ol a pirate! It is here, 
John; 1 am certain oi it, on the track ol vessels between 
Australia and New /calami; and 1 have a presenti- 
nient that we shall bill in with hci.” 

“God keep us from such a meeting! ” 

“Why, John?” 

Cf N our Lordship forgets our position. What could 
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we do in this ship if the Duncan gave chase ? We 
could not even fly ! ” 

“ Fly , John ? ” 

“ \ es, my Lord ; we should try in vain ! We 
should be taken, delivered up to the mercy of those 
wretches, and Ben Joyce has shown us that lie does 
not stop at a crime! Our lives would be worth little. 
We would light to the death, of course, but after that! 
Think of Lady Glenarvan ; think of Mary Grant ! ” 

“Poor girls ! ” murmured Glenarvan. “John, mv 
heart is broken; and sometimes despair nearly masters 
me. I feel as if fresh misfortunes awaited us, and that 
Heaven itself is against us. It terri lies me!” 

“ You, mv Lord ? ” 

“Not for myself, John; but fur those I love — 
whom you love, also.” 

“'Keep up your heart, mv Lord,” said the young 
captain. “ We mu^t not look out lor trou!>les. '1 he 
Mauf auric sails badlv, but she makes some way never- 
theless. Will Hallev is a brute, but 1 am keeping' mv 
eves open, and it the coast looks dangerous, I will put 
the slap’s head to s< ,i again. So that, on that M ore, 
there is little or no danger, lint as to getting alongside 
the Daman! God (oibid! Atul ll your LmaLlup is 
bent on looking out lor her, let if be: in order to give 
her a w ide berth.” 

John Manghsuas ngiit. An encounter w it h the 
Daman would have been laud to the Mnctjiutric. 1 here 
was everv r- ason to fear such an engagement in these 
narrow in which pirates could ply their trade with- 
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out risk. However, for that day at least, the yacht did 
not appear, and the sixth night from their departure from 
Twofold Bay came, without the fears of John Mangles 
being realized. 

But that night was to be a night of terrors. Dark- 
ness came on almost suddenly at seven o’clock in the 
evening ; the sky was very threatening. T he sailor 
instinct rose above the stupclaetion of the drunkard, 
and aroused Will Halley. lit* left his cabin, rubbed 
his eves, and shook his great red head. Then he drew 
a irreat deep breath of air, as other people swallow a 
diauirht of water to revive themselves He examined 
the masts. 

The wind treshened, and veerui'i a point more to 
the westward, blew right lor the New Zealand coast. 

Will 1 !a!!cv, with mauv an oath, calkd his men, 
tiL r hn ned his topmast cordage, and made all snmr 
for the ni'jht. John Mangles approved in silence. He 
had ceased to hold any conversation with the coarse 
seaman; but neither (Jlcnarvan nor he left the poop. 
Two hours alter a still hreeze came on. Will Hallev 
mob m the lower red nt his topsails. The maiuruvrc 
would have been a dutietilt job tor live men it the 
Macquarie had not carried a double yard, on the 
American plan. In iact, they heal only to lower the 
uj>n« r vard to bring the sail to its smallest size. 

l\v<> hours passed; tile sea was rising. The 
■Macquarie was struck so violently that it seemed as if 
her keel had touched the rocks. There was no real 
danger, but the heavy vessel did not rise easily to the 
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wave. By and by the returning wave would break over 
the deck in great masses. The boat was washed out 
of the davits by the force of the water. 

John Mangles never released his watch. Any other 
ship would have made no account of a sea like this; 
but with this heavy craft there was a danger of sinking 
by the bow, for the deck was filled at every lurch, and 
the sheet of water not beimr able to escape quickly by 
the scuppers, misfit submerge tile ship. It would have 
been the wisest plan to prepare for emergency bv knock- 
ing out the bulwarks with an axe to facilitate their 
escape, but Halley refused to take this precaution. 

But a greater danger was at hand, and one that it 
was too late to present. 

About half-past eleven, John Mangles and Wilson, 
who staved on deck throughout the gale, wa re suddenly 
struck hv an unusual iioim*. Their nautical instincts 
awoke. John seized the sailor's hand. 

“ The reef ! M said he. 

“Yes,” said Wilson; “ the waves breaking on the 
bank ” 

“Not more than two rabies 1 length oil r ’ 

“ At farthest ? The land is there ! 

John leaned owrthe -idr, enzed into the dark water, 
and called out, “ \\ ilson, the lead ! 

The master, posted forward, "<rmi'd to have no idea 
of his position. WiUou s/ d the le. id-line, sprang to 
the fore-chains, and threw -?he lead; the rope ran out 
between bis f)nca r>, at tin third knot, the lead stopped. 

“Three fathoms/* cried Wilson. 





The Breakers . 


43 


“ Captain,” said John, running to Will Halley, “ we 
arc on the breakers.” 

Whether or not he saw Halley shrug his shoulders 
is of very little importance. But he hurried to the 
helm, put it hard down, while Wilson ’leaving the line, 
hauled at the main-topsail brace to bring the ship to the 
wind. The man who was steering received a smart blow, 
and could not comprehend the sudden attack. 

“ Let her go ! Let her go!” said the voting cap- 
tain, working her to get awav from the reels. 

I or hall a minute the starboard side* of the vessel 
was turned towards them, and, in spite of the darkness, 
John could discern a line of foam which moaned and 
Lileamed four fathoms away. 

At this moment, W ill flallev, comprehending the 
dancer, lost his head. His sadors, hardlv sobered, could 
not understand his orders. His incoherent words, his 
contradictory orders, showed that this stupid sot had 
i j 1 1 i o * lost !iis self-control. He* was taken hv surprise 
nt the proximity of the land, which was eight, miles off, 
when he thought it was tlurtv or fortv miles oil. The 
currents had, thrown him out of Ins habitual track, and 
this miserable davc of routine was Ictf quite helpless. 

Still the prompt mamrmivoi John Maudes suc- 
ceed, d in keeping the Ma cr/aune oil the breaks rs. But 
John did'nof know the position. loir anything he could 
tell he was girdled in hv reels. The wind blew them 
strongly towards the caM, and at every lurch they might 
strike. 

In fact, the sound of the reef soon redoubled on the 
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starboard side of the bow. Thcv must luff again. 
John put the helm down again and brought her up. 
The breakers increased under the* bow of the vessel, and 
it was necessary to put her about to regain the open 
sea. Whether she would be able to go about under 
shortened sail, and badly trimmed as she was, remained 
to he seen, but there was nothing else to be done. 

“ Helm hard down ! 99 cried John Mangles to 
Wilson. 

The Mtief/uaric bewail to near the new line ol reefs: 
in another moment tin* waves were seen dashing on 
submerged rocks. 

It was a moment of inexpressible anxietv. The 
spray was luminous, just a< if lit up by Midden phos- 
phorescence. I he roaring ol the sea w,h like 1 1 u • 
voice ol those anc'ient Tritons whom poetic imtho!o«rv 
endowed \\ 1 1 1 1 hie*. \\ ikon and Mulradv hum.:' to the 
wheel with all their weight. Some cordage gave wav, 
which i nd. lingered the ioremast. It. seemed doubtlul 
whether she would go ahoaf without lurther damage. 

Suddenly the wind lei! and the ve^el ie!l haek, and 
turning her became hopeless. A high wave cauobt her 
below, carried her up on tie* ivrN, w here* she* "truck with 
great violence*. The foremast came down with all tin 
fore-rigging. The brie iswe twee, and then lav motion- 
less, heeled o.er on her pon side at an ancle <*i 

The glass of tin* skvhgnt had been smashed to 
powder. I lie | asM iige rs rushed out. Hut the w aves wete 
sweeping the. deck from one side to the other, and they 
dared not stay the.e. John Mangles knowing the ship 
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to be safely lodged in the sand, begged them to return 
to their own quarters. 

iC Tell me the truth, John,” said Glenarvan, calmly. 
“The truth, my Lord, is that we are at a stand-still. 
Whether the sea will devour us is another question ; 
but we have time to consider.” 

“ It is midnight ? ” 

tf Yes, mv Lord, and we must wait for the dav.” 
“Can we not lower the boat?” 

“In such a sea, and in the dark, it. is impossible. 
And, besides, where could we land f ” 

“ Well, then, John, let us wait for the davliirht.” 
Will 1 1 ;il lev, however, ran up and down the deck 
like a maniac. 1 Its crew had recovered their senses, 
and now broached a cask of brandv, and began to drink. 
John foresaw that if they became drunk, terrible scenes 
would ensue. 

The captain could not he relied on to restrain them: 
the wretched man tore his hair and wrung his hands. 
Mis whole thought was his uninsured cargo. 

* 1 am ruined! I am lost!” he would erv, as he 
ran Irom side to side. 


John Mangles did not waste time on him. lie 
armed his two companions, and they all held themselves 
in readiness to resist the sailors who were tilling them- 
, selve with- brandy, seasoned with fearful bla/ jj pi ics. 

“The first of these wretches that 
| the ladies, I will shoot like a dog,” said 

I lie sailors doubtless saw that the pusscngcMroene 
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determined to hold their own, for after some attempts 
at pillage, thev disappeared to their own quarters. 

John Mangles thought no more of these drunken 
rascals, and waited impatiently for the dawn. The ship 
was now quite motionless. The sea became gradually 
calmer. The wind fell. The hull would he safe for 
some hours yet. At daybreak John examined the 
landing-place ; the you-you, which w as now their only 
boat, would carry the erew and the passengers. It 
would have to make three trips at least, as it could only 
hold lour. As to the quarter-boat, it hail been carried 
away by the sea. 

As he was leaning on the skylight, thinking our 
the situation ot allairs, John -Mangles could hear the 
roaring of the surl. lie tried to pierce t he darktn >s, 
fie wondered how lar it was to the land they longed 
lor no ie-- than dreaded. A reef sometime-, extends h-r 
miles alone; the coast. Could their fragile boat hold 
out on a long trip ? 


Ttc ;;s 

* 


\\ hde John wa •> thus rnnimatin and ione ing tor a 
little light from ill murky sky, the iadie-, reiving on 
him, slept in their little hesths. The stationary attitude 
of the brie rn-mvd them some hours ot repose. ( j K* j i - 
; i u f ^ a r companions, no longer disturbed 
t • i i .* * t rew who were now wrapped m a 
refr he i themselves by a short, nap, 
Silence tcigi.ed on board the ship, horscli 
gleefully on C i bed of sand. 

four oVIork, the first peep of dawn 
*hc ‘east. The clouds were dimly defined 
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by the pale light of the dawn. John returned to the 
deck. The horizon was veiled with a curtain of fog. 
Some faint outlines were shadowed in the midst, but at 
a considerable height. A slight swell still agitated the 
sea, but the more distant waves were (indistinguishable 
in a motionless bank of clouds. 

John waited. The light gradually increased, and 
the horizon acquired a rosy hue. TJie curtain slowly 
rose over the vast watery stage, kiftiek reefs rose out 
of the waters. Then a line became defined on the belt 
of foam, and there elcamed a luminous beacon-like point 
behind a low hill which concealed the scarcely risen sun. 
There was the land, less than nine miles off. 

“ Land ho ! ” c ried John Mangles. 

Mis companions, aroused bv his voice, rushed to 
the poop, and cazed in silence at the coast whose 
outline* lav on the horizon. Whether they were 
received as friends or e nemies, that coast must he their 
refuge. 

“ Where* is 1 lallev ? ” asked (Jlenarvan. 

“ I do not known tnv Lord,” replied John Mangle^ 'V 

“ Where atv the sailor.-, r ” 5 

s< Invisible*, like hiinscli.” 

u Probably dead drunk, like himself,” added 
McNahbs. * 

.et them he* called,” said ( 
hem on the ship.” 

Mulraely and W ilson we nt el 
and two minutes after they ret 
| empty ! They then searched he 
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the hold. But found no trace of llev ttKhis 

sailors. 


"What! no one ? }> exclaim'd} 

“ Could they .have. fallen into 
Pa v mel. 

‘•Everything is possible/* rcplied JJ^^^ngleSj 
who was getting ,^*vvy. 

Thci f 'ruing : stern. 

“To the boas . 

Wilson and followed to fMittfllkr $ou. 

you. % ; V' 

The you-you was gonct 




CHAPTER, V. • 

A SCRATCri CREW. 

Will Halley and his crew, taking advantage qf'tKe 
darkne$s of night and'the sleep of the passen^pfl, had 
fled with the only boat. There could by''' 10 doubt 
about it. The captain, whose duty woufcThave kept hiich 
on board till the last, had been the first to . quit the ship. * 

“The cowards oif!” said John Mangles. 
“Well, my Lord, ^gPkiich the better. * Thej have 
spared us some trying scenes.” 

“No doubt,” said Glenarvan; " W’V' - a 

captain of our own, and courageoo."if'’.ici^oftd« tailors, 
your ••onipanions, John. Say the ‘ ■ d^ and Wfjjiare 
ready to obey.” 

The Major, Paganel, Robck, Wilson, Mulrady, 
Olbinett himself, applauded Glenarvan’s speech, and 
ranged themselves on the deck, ready®* to execute their 
captain’s orders. 

“What is tope done? ” asked Glenarvan., 

The yoilng captain first glanced seaward, and then at 
the disabled masts of the ships, and after a few minutes’ 
copsjdferation, saitfe? 
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“ I think there are two courses open to us, my 
Lord : to raise the ship and put to sea again, or to 
reach the land oil a raft, which we could easily put 
together.” 

“If the ship can he raised, let us raise it,” said 
Glenarvan. “ That is the better plan, is it not ? ” 

“ Yes, tnv Lord, for even if we landed safely, what 
could we do without the means of transport.” 

“ By all means, let us get away from the coast,” 
added Paganel. “ New Zealand is not to he trusted.” 

“ More than that,” said John, “we have deviated 
from our course. Halley’s carelessness has brought 
us too far south, that is beyond doubt. At noon [ 
will take an observation ; and il, as I believe, we are 
below Auckland, I will endeavour to get up the coast 
again with the M'lcfjuanc. 

“But about repairing the ship?” asked the Ladv 
Helena. 

I do think >he has sustained much damage, 
Madam,” rephccbgjohn Mangles. “ 1 will lirM; rig a 
jurv-nust to replaYe the foremast; ue can then go on, 
slow Iv, it i- true, hut still we shall e<> when* we \\Lh. 
Il, however, hv ill-luck the hull stove m, or il it 
cannot he -ml oil, then we can only Mibmit to fate, 
and gain the Hiore as we ran, and got to Auckland 
by land.' 7 

W < !l, then,” said the Major, “ the first thing \> t * 
see ahat i-, tin? state of the ship.” 

(Ilenarv.m, John, and Mulradv, opened the main 
hatch and went down into the hold. About two bun- 
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tired tons of tanned hides were very badly stowed. It 
was not very difficult to move them, by means of tackle 
fixed to the main-stay at the level of the hatch. Some 
of the bales John ordered to be thrown overboard to 
lighten the ship. 

After three hours of hard work, they were in a 
position to examine the bottom. Two of the side 
seams had opened on the port side, at the height of the 
v ierr!ine. As the j\Iaa/uuric lay over on her starboard 
Tier port side was out ot the water, and these 
jfWT*’ seams were exposed to the air; thus no water 
could get in. Wilson soon caulked the seams, and laid 
over them a sheet, of copper, earetully nailed on. They 
found less than two feet of water in the hold. The 
pumps could easily dispose of that, and make the ship 
so much the lighter. 

The keel had suffered verv little. It was possible 
that a portion of the laUe keel might remain fixed in 
die sand., but that eould be di>pen>cd with: 

Wilson, after having examined the interior of the 
ship, t . ok a plunge to ascertain her position as regarded 
the deep w ater. 

['he Maa/Nfirit'y tier how turned to X.X.K., had 
struck on a hank of shifting sand oi verv steep forma- 
tion. 'The lower fore- part and two-thirds of her keel 
were deeply embedded in it. The rest of the ship, right 
to the stern-post, was floating in live iathoins of water. 
; I he rudder was therefore quite free, and able to work. 
John thought if muieeessarv to strengthen it, all the 
more as it was ready for use at auv moment. 
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The tide does not rise very high in the Pacific, but 
John Mangles counted on the flood to float the 
Macquarie. The ship had struck about an hour before 
high water. From the moment when the ebb was per- 
ceptible, the ship heeled more and more at low water. 
About six in the morning she attained her greatest angle 
of inclination, and it seemed theiefore useless to stay 
her by means of timbers; by not doing so, they could 
retain on board the yards and other spars which John 
intended to use for rigging a jury-mast. ’ 

They had now only to make the necessary arr Ve- 
in cuts for getting the ship off. It was a long and 
laborious affair; it was c\ identic impossible to be 
ready for the high tide at a quarter past noon. All 
they could do bv that time was to judge how the brig 
would behave, now that she was lightened, w hen the 
tide came; am! then hv the time the tide flowed again 
they could make another attempt. 

“All hands to work ! >} cried John Mangle, 
i f is new Iv-cnhstcd crew were at his orders. 

The first thing was to furl the eiiN. The Majm, 
Robert, and Paganel, duet ted bv \\ llson, went up to 
the num-vard. The main-tops, ul '-plead to the wind 
would have interfered with the work of floating her off 
It was absolutely mrosirv to furl it, and alter a fashion 
it was done. I lieu after a tedious and painful struggle 
to liiui ( ustojned hands, the fa^k was acr< >mph'h< <!. 
The young Robert, active as a eat, and fearless ,t? 
a ship-bov, had been a great help m this difficult 
operation. 
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The next care was to moor an anchor, perhaps two, 
astern ot the ship, and in the direction of the keel. The 
drag on these anchors would help to haul her off at 
high tide. With the assistance of a boat this is not a 
difficult nianceuvre ; an anchor is taken by the boat 
and moored at a convenient place previously decided on. 
But in this instance no boat was available, and the want 
must be supplied. 

Glenarvan was quite sailor enough to understand 
the necessity of these operations. An anchor must 
be moored to extricate a ship that struck at low 
water. 

But without a boat, how can it he done r M said 
!u- to John. 

(l \YY will use the broken foremast: and the empty 
barrcNA said the voting captain. u It will he a diffi- 
cult job, but not impossible, for the Mac</uaric\ are 
small ; but once moored, I believe thev will not 
loosen A 

(i Well, John, do not let us lose time.” 

Evervhodv, sailors and passengers, were called, on 
deck ; even* one lent a band. The rigtruiLT that still 
held the foremast had to be cut av\av with axes. The 
lower mast bad broken nil low down, so that the 
staging was easilv removed. John M angles proposed 
to use this stage as a raft . lie sustained it bv means 
of empty barrels, and so enabled it to earrv his anchors. 
A scull was lifted to it, so that it could he steered. 
1 he ehb-tide would of itself earrv them astern of the 
l^hg; and then, when the anchors were lowered, it 
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would ho easy to return to the ship, hauling on the rope 
that stretched from the deck. 

The work was half-completed when the sun ap- 
proached the meridian. John Mangles left Glenarvan 
to finish the preparations, and turned his own attention 
to ascertaining; their position. Tins was a very im- 
portant point. Fortunately John had found in Will 
Halley’s room, alone; with an almanack of the Greenwich 
Observatory, a very dirty sextant, hut sufficient to take 
the observation. He cleaned it and brought it on deck. 

This instrument, bv a series of moveable mirrors, 
brines the sutZs image to the horizon at the moment 
of trreatest altitude. It will he readily understood that 
to do this, the eve-piece of the sextant must he ad- 
justed to the true horizon — namely, the (me where sky 
and water join. Hut here, in the very place of the trie 
hori’zon, the land stretched out in a long promontory 
towards the north, anti interposing between the observer 
and the point of observation, rendered the instrumen: 
useless. 

In such a case, the difficulty is met by substitutin'/ 
an artificial horizon. It i> umuIIv a flat di>h filled wit!, 
mercury, above whit h the apparatus is usd. TL- 
mercury furnishes a perfect horizontal mirror. 

John had no mercury on hoard, hut he supplied it ; 
place bv a tub tilled with litjuid tar, whose surfu< 
sufficiently reflected the mi u f e of the sun. 

He knew already his lontritude, heimr on the wist 
coast of NCv. Zealand. This was fortunate, for id 
havintr a chronometer, be could not have calculated if- 
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lie now only wanted the latitude, and he was soon in 
;i position to find it.. 

By means of the sextant he took the meridian 
altitude of the sun above the horizon. This he found 
to he 68° 30'; therefore, the distance of the sun from 
the zenith must he 2i c ' 30', as these numbers together 
make up 9 o u . On that day — IVbniary 3rd — the sun’s 
declination being 1 6° 30' by the almanack, hv addinof 
that distance to the 2 1° 3c/, the result is 3S 0 , which is 
the latitude. 

Thus the position of the Mu<(///aric was longi- 
tude 171° 13, latitude* 3 <8°, except iusiirnilieant errors 
result imr from the imperfert ion o{ the instrument, and 
o‘ which no ac' -uint could he taken. 

On nonsuiting Joim>toii’s map. which Paganel 
houi'lit at Kdcn, John Maurice perceived that they laid 
keen w nr' ed at the opening ol Aotea flav, below 
(dahlia Point, on the coast o{ Auckland Province, The 
envoi Auckland being on the 37th parallel, the Mm- 
tjUiirlc c m a decree too (ar smith. So that thev had to 
malu a di"fee ot nortlnnu to reach the capital ol New 

Zud.md. 


“Oil,” said (ilenaivan, <£ that is nothin::! 

‘‘ Nothing at scad* P. leant 1 unuikcd, ** hut bv land 
jit would he a toilsome jounnvJ’ 

“ ( ' r : tauil) s.iitl John Man-dec. u and thenimv 
I'Ve slul! do all that nun can do, to iloat the Ma< </////; :c.' } 

I 


position ascertained, operations proceeded. 


At 


1 22.15 pan., the tide was lull. John could not nuke 
f 1St ‘ °f ’t, as his anchors were not vet put down. 
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But he watched the Macquarie with great anxietv. 
Would the tide be able to float her? That question 
would be decided in five minutes. 

dliey waited. Some creaking sounds were heard ; 
thev resulted, if not from the rising of her keel, at any 
rate from a straining of her timbers. John augured 
hopefully for the following tide, but for this time she 
did not stir. 

Thev laboured on at two o'clock the ralt was 
ready. The holding anchor was put on it. John and 
Wilson accompanied it, having lirst made fast a line tn 
the shipks stern. 

The ebb carried them out and thev dropped tin* 
anchor in ten fathoms water, halt a cable’s Icicrtl. 
from the •ship. It held well, and the ralt returned to th 
ship. 

Next came the great how-anchor. They lowered f 
with some difficulty. The ralt started aeain, and soor 
the second anchor was moored lx hind the liro j, 
lifteen fathoms. 'Then hatiluer bv the cable the 
rearmed the ship. 

The mb!e and the line Were fixed to t lie w indlas-, 
and thev waited for the next tide which would oee;: 
about one oh lock in the morning. It \eh then - 
in tile e\ etllli!:. 

John M anodes complimented lu^ sailors, and t 
Paizanel that with coutayr and »'ood behaviour, >■ 
lnndit me to he a quartermaster. 

M. Oibmctt. liavinc rivoi his assurance m u 

in/ niit t!;e ana mjenieiit s ; returned to the tudlev. 1* 
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had prepared a refreshing repast which was very 
seasonable. 1 he crew had robust appetites, which 
were hilly satisfied, and all h it their strength renewed 
for further exertion. 

After dinner John Mangles took the final precau- 
tions to ensure the success of the operation. Nothing 
mist he omitted when a ship is to he <„ r ot off. In some 
eases the attempt fails for want of a little more liehten- 
ine-, and the embedded keel cannot leave its sandv 
bed. 

John Mamde- had ordered a great part of the mer- 
chandise to he thrown overboard to hghun the ship, hut 
he remainder of the hales, the heavv spars, and spare 
v aids, ton ther with some tons of pnjr iron which 
formed her ballast, wen* earned to the* -tern to facilitate* 
the r.iMiii: o! lur fore part. W d-ou and Mulradv 
.dso roiled to the stern a number of barrels winch thev 
tilled v. ith water, to trv and. raise her how. It was 
midmaht when all was lini-lud. 1 he crew were cpute 
tired at, wlm h \\a- unfortunate, for everv arm would 
be needed at the' wmd!a--; and this inspired Jo.bn 
NJanehs with a new resolution. 

At this moment the wind dropped. It scareelv 
stirred the* ripple- on the surface of the waves. John 
observin'.’; the horizon remarked that the wind w a- veer- 
ing to the old (ju.uter of north-w- -t. A sailor is never 
deceived hv the- .irrann'inoit and colour of the* doiuU 
b,mk. Wilson and Mulradv -hand the opinion o! 
f k (, ir captain. 

John AI amdes reported hi- observation to (denar- 
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van, and proposed to postpone attempting to float the 
vessel till next day. 

“ And I will tell you why/' said he. “First of all, 
we are all tired out, and to float the ship we shall need 
all our strength. Secondly, even when we get her off, 
we could not handle her in the midst of the breakers in 
midnight darkness ? Far better to wait for the morn- 
ing. But I have another reason which prompts me to 
wait. The wind promises to help us, and 1 think it 
wise to take advantage of it. I want it to drive the old 
hull astern while the tide lilts her up. To-morrow, if I 
am not very much mistaken, we shall get a breeze from 
the N.E., and be able to hoist a sail or two, which will 
greatly help the ship/' 

Th is reasoning was conclusive even to (ilenarvan 
and I'aganel, the two impatient ones on board, and the 
operation was deferred till the morrow. 

The night passed quirtlv, a regular watch having 
been appointed, especially to keep an eve on the 
anchors. 

Dav appeared, and John Mangles' expectations were 
realized. A pretty strong breeze was getting up from 
N.N.E. This was a mo>t important aid, ami the 
service of the* crew was put in immediate requisition. 
Robert, Wilson, and Mulrady mounted tin* mainmast, 
while the Major, I'aganel, and (ilenarvan stood below, 
ready to assist in unfurling the sails at the right 
moment. 

It was g a. m., and would not be high tide for some 
hours. But the time was not lost. John took the 
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opportunity to fix up his jury-mast, as the foremast 
was wanting. If once the ship would float, this would 
enable him to keep out from those dangerous shores. 

Lady Helena and Mary Grant lent a helping hand, 
delighted to toil for the common safety; and before 
noon, the rigging was completed ; and deficient as the 
Macquarie might be in point of elegance, she was at 
least in sailing condition, provided they did not venture 
out with her too far from the coast. 

The hour for the great experiment was at hand. A 
fever of impatience kept everyone on the strain. No 
one spoke ; they watched John and waited for his orders. 

John Mangles leaning on the rail of the forecastle 
watched the tide. I le east an uneasy glance at the cable 
ami the line as they strained and stretched. 

At one o’clock the sea attained its highest point. 
It was steady at that point when there is neither ebb 
! nor flow. There w as not a moment to lose. The 
| mainsail and maintopsail w ere spread to the breeze, 
and bached on the ma^t as the wind filled them. 

“ To the capstan ! ” cried John. 

It was a capstan furnished with levers, like fire- 
| engines. Glenarvan, Mulradv, Robert on one side, 
i Pagancl, the Major, and Olbinett on the other, bore on 
the levers which moved the machinery. At the same 
time John and Wilson added their eflorts to those of 
their companions. 

“Pull away, hows ! ” cried the young captain, “and 
[all together.” 

The cable and the line stretched under the powerful 
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action of the capstan. The anchors held well and did 
not drag. 

They must succeed, if at a//, speedily . The tide 
remained full onlv a few minutes, and the level would 
soon fall. 

Their efforts were redoubled, the wind blew strongly 
and urged the sails against the masts. The hull 
trembled. The brig seemed on the verge of rising. 
Perhaps one arm more would do it. 

“ Helena! Mary ! cried Glenarvan. 

TThe two young women came and joined their efforts 
to those of their companions. The capstan irave 
another click. But that was all. The brig was 
motionless. The effort was a failure. The ebb was 
already commencing, and it was clear that even with 
the help of wind and tide, this crew were unequal to tin 
task of floating the ship. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

IN WHICH CANNIBALISM IS THEORETICALLY TREATED. 

The first moans of deliverance John Mangles tried had 
failed. The second must lie put to the test without 
delav. It was evident that raising the Man/naric was 
:,ut of the question, and no less evident that she must 
lx- abandoned. Waiting on board for succour that 
miirht never come, would have been imprudence and 
t>ll v. Before the arrival of a chance vessel on the 
scene the Mactjunrie would have broken up. The next 
storm, nr even a high tide raised bv the w inds from sea- 
ward, would mil it on the sands, break it up into 
splmtcjs, and scatter them on the shore. John was 
anxious to reach the land before this inevitable con- 
summation. 

He proposed to construct a raft strong enough to 
carry the passengers, and a sufficient quantity of pro- 
visions, to the coast of New Zealand. 

There was no time for discussion, the work was to 
[ be set about at once, and they bad nude considerable 
[progress when night came and interrupted them. 

Towards eight o'clock in the evening, after supper, 



62 In which Cannibalism is Theoretically Treated . 

while Lady Helena and Mary Grant slept in their 
berths, Paganel and his friends conversed on serious 
matters as they walked up and down the deck. 
Robert had chosen to stay with them. The brave boy 
listened with all his ears, ready to be of use, and willing 
to enlist in any perilous adventure. 

Paganel asked John Mangles whether the raft could 
not follow the coast as far as Auckland, instead of 
landing its freight on the coast. 

John replied that the voyage was impossible with 
such an unmanageable craft. 

“And what we cannot do on a raft, could have been 
done in the ship's boat ? ” 

“Yes, if necessary/’ answered John; “but we 
should have had to sail by day and anchor at night.” 

“ Then those wretches who abandoned us ” 

“Oh ! as for them,” said John, “they were drunk, 
and in the darkness I have no doubt they paid for their 
cowardice with their li\cs.” 

“ So much the worse for them and for us,” replied 
Paganel; “lor the boat would have been very useful 
to us.” 

“What would you have, Paganel? The raft will 
brine’ ns to the shore,” said Glenarvan. 

“The very thing I would fain avoid!” exclaimed the 
geographer. 

“What! do you think another twenty miles after 
crossitig the Pampas and Australia, can have auv 
terrors for us, hardened as we are fu fatigue ? ” 

“ My friend,” replied Paganel, “ I do not call in 
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question our courage nor the bravery of our friends. 
Twenty miles would be nothing in any other country 
than New Zealand. You cannot suspect me of faint- 
heartedness. I vvas the first to persuade you to cross 
America and Australia. But here the case is different. 

I repeat, anything is better than to venture into this 
treacherous country.” 

“ Anything is better, in iny judgment,” said John 
Matvdes, “than braving certain destruction on a stranded 
vessel” 

“What is there so formidable in New Zealand?” 
asked Ciena ream 

“ The savages,” said Paganel. 

“ The savages !” repeated ( ilenarvan. “ Can we not 
; avoid them by keeping to the shore? But in any case 
: uhat have we to fear? surely two resolute and well- 
armed Kuropeans need not give a thought to an attack 
by a handful of miserable beings.” 

Paean el shook his head. 

“ In this ease there are no miserable beings to con- 
tend with. The New Zealanders are a powerful race, 
who are rebelling against Lnglish rule, who light the 
invaders, and often beat them, and who always eat 
them ! ” 

“ Cannibals ! ” exclaimed Robert, “ cannibals ? ” 
Then they heard him whisper, “My sister! Lady 
‘ Helena.” 

“Don't frighten yourself, my boy,” said Clenarvan ; 
“our friend Paganel exaggerates.” 

“far from it,” rejoined Paganel. “Robert has 
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j^ncealing the truth froth him. The New Zealanders 
[ 'art Jtfee* most cme£ if not the wort bloodthirsty, of all 
cannibals, ‘..They ' devour all that come within their 
power. War is to them a chase for savoury game 
(caUed man), and, after all, that is the only logical war. 
Europeans kill their foes and bury them, and as mv 
countryman Toussenel has very well expressed it, our 
grievance is not so much that they roast their enemies 
after killing them, as that they kill them before they 
are willing to die.” 

" Paganel,” said the Major, “ that is food for dis- 
cussion, but this is not the time. Logical as it maybe 
to eat men, we prefer not to be eaten. But how is it 
that Christianity has not destroyed cannibabsm ? ” 

“Do you imagine that ail the New Zealanders arc 
Christians?” replied Paganel. 11 The Christians are a 
small minority; and the missionaries are still frequently 
victims to these wretches. Only last year the Reverend 
Mr. Volkef was martyred with horrible crueltv. The 
Maories hanged him. They women picked out his 
eyes. His murderers drank his blood and ate his brains. 
This murder was perpetrated in 1864 at Opotiki, a few 

. 4 ■ 

miles from Auckland under the eyes, so to speak, of 
the English authorities. My fcriemLs, it takes centuries 
to change the race. What the Maories 

have bceatjjey ld$Jg continue to he. Thcirjiiston 
is a bloodshed. How many crews they 

have massacred and devoured, from Tasmain’s sailors to 
the ma£ine^f the Hawes ! And it is not the flesh of 
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man that has whetted their appetite* L^p 
Ij^ofe the arrival of the Europeans, the New Zealanders^ 
[gratified their desires at the cost of murder. Travellers 
[who have lived among them have witnessed cannibal 
[feasts, where the guests were eager for delicate morsels, 
such as the flesh of women and children 1 ” 

“Bah!” said the Major, “half those travellers 1 
tales are the fruit of imagination. People like to tell 
of their hair-breadth escapes from dangerous countries 
and cannibal appetites.” 

“ I allow for exaggeration,” said Paganel; “ but we 
have the authority of trustworthy persons, the mis- 
sionaries Kendal and Marsden, Captains Dillon, D’Ur- 
ville, Laplace, and many more; and I believe their 
narratives— I cannot but believe them. The New 
Zealanders are cruel by nature. On the death of a 
chief, they offer up human sacrifices, and in so doing 
| imagine that they propitiate the dead man, who might 
[injure the living, and at the same time furnish him with 
servants in the other world ! But the custom of eating 
these posthumous servants after having massacred 
them, is probably due more to animal appetite than to 
superstition.” 

“ Still,” said John Mangles, “ I fancy that super- 
stition does play a part in scenes of cannibalism ; and 
therefore, when the religion changes, the customs ought 
to change also.” 

“ Very good, friend John,” replied Paganel. “But 
that involves the question of the origin of man-eating. 
Was it religion, or was it hunger, that first prompted 
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men to devour each other ? It would be idle to discuss 
that point now. Why men are cannibals is a disputed 
point. The fact that they are so is a disagreeable 
reality, which we have to face as best we can/' 

Paganel was right. Cannibalism has become a 
fixed fact in New Zealand, as it is in the Fijis, and 
in Torres Strait. Superstition is no doubt partly to 
blame, but cannibalism is certainly owing to the fact 
that there are moments when game is scarce and 
hunger great. The savages began by eating human 
flesh to appease the demands of an appetite rarely 
satiated ; subsequently, the priests regulated and sanc- 
tified the monstrous custom. What was a meal, was 
raised to the dignitv of a ceremony, that is all. 

Besides, in the eyes of the Maorics, nothing is more 
natural than to eat one another. Thu missionaries 
often questioned them about cannibalism. They asked 
them why they devoured their brothers. To which tin- 
chiefs made answer, that fish ate fn>h, dogs eat men, 
men cat dogs, and dogs eat one another. Even the 
Maori mythology has a legend of a god w ho ate another 
god ; and with such a precedent, who could resbr 
eating his neighbour ? 

Another strange notion is that in eating a dead 
enemy they consume bis spiritual being, and so inlurit 
his soul, his strength, and hi< bravery, which they held 
are specially lodged in the brain. This accounts tut 
the fact that the brain figures in their feasts as the 
choicest delicacy, and is offered to the most honoured 
guest. 
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But while he acknowledged all this, Paganet main- 
tained, not without a show of reason, that sensuality, 
md especially hunger, was the first cause of cannibalism 
among the New Zealanders, and not only among the 
Polynesian races, but also among the savages of 
Europe. 

“ For,” said he, “ cannibalism was long prevalent 
unong the ancestors of the most civilized people, and 
especially (if the Major will not think me personal) 
among the Scotch.” 

“ Really,” said McNabbs. 

“Yes, Major,” replied Paganel. “If you read 
certain passages of Saint Jerome on the. Atticoli of 
Scotland, you will see what he thought of vour fore- 
fathers. And without going so far back as historic 
times, under the reign of Elizabeth, when Shakspeare 
was dreaming out his Shyloek, a Scotch bandit, Sawney 
Bean, was executed for the crime of cannibalism. Was 
it religion that prompted him to cannibalism ? No! it 
was hunger.” 

“ Hunger? ” said John Mangles. 

“Hunger!” repeated Paganel ; “hut, above all, the 
necessity of the carnivorous appetite of replacing the 
bodily waste, by the azote contained in animal tissues. 
The lungs are satisfied with a provision of vegetable 
and farinaceous food. But to he strong ami active, the 
body must be supplied with those plastic elements that 
renew the muscles. Until the Maorics become members 
of the Vegetarian Association they will eat meat, Ifchd 
human flesh as meat.” 
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“ Why not animal flesh ? ” asked Glenarvan. 

“ Because they have no animals,” replied Paganel ; 
“and that ought to be taken into account, not to 
extenuate, but to explain, their cannibal habits. Quad- 
rupeds, and even birds, are rare on these inhospitable 
shores, so that the Maories have always eaten human 
flesh. There are even * man-eating seasons/ as there 
are in civilized countries hunting seasons. Then begin 
the great wars, and whole tribes are served up on the 
tables of the conquerors.” 

“Well, then,” said Glenarvan, “according to your 
mode of reasoning, Paganel, cannibalism will not cease 
in New Zealand until her pastures teem with sheep 
and oxen.” 

“Evidently, my dear Lord; and even then it will 
take years to wean them from Maori flesh, which they 
prefer to all others ; for the children will still have a 
relish for what their fathers so highly appreciated. 
According to them it tastes like pork, with even more 
flavour. As to white men's flesh, they do not like it 
so well, because the whites cat salt with their food, 
which gives a peculiar flavour, not to the taste of con- 
noisseurs.” 

“ They are dainty,” said the Major. “ But, black 
or white, do they eat it raw, or cook it ? ” 

“Why? what is that to you, Mr. McNabbs ? ’’ 
cried Robert. 

“What is that to me!” exclaimed the Major, 
earnestly. “ If F am to make a meal for a cannibal, I 
should prefer being cooked.” 
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" Why?” 

“ Because then I should be sure of not being eaten 
alive!” 

" Very good. Major,” said Paganel ; “ but suppose 
they cooked you alive? ” 

"The fact is,” answered the Major, "I would not 
£ive half-a-crown for the choice ! ” 

“ Well, McNabbs, if it will comfort you, you may 
as well be told — the New Zealanders do not eat flesh 
without cooking or smoking it. They are very clever 
and experienced in cookery. For my part, I very much 
dislike the idea of being eaten ! The idea of ending 
one’s hfc in the maw of a savage ! bah ! ” 

" The conclusion of all,” said John Mangles, "is 
that we must not fall into their hands. Let us hope 
that one day Christianity will abolish all these monstrous 
customs.” 

u Yes, we must hope so,” replied Paganel ; " but, 
belie e me, a savage who has tasted human flesh, is not 
easilv persuaded to forego it. I will relate two facts 
which prove it.” 

“ By all means let 11s have the facts, Paganel,” said 
Glenarvan. 

"The first is narrated in the chronicles of the 
Jesuit Society in Brazil. A Portuguese missionary was 
one day visiting an old Brazilian woman who was very 
ill. She had only a few days to live. The Jesuit in- 
culcated the truths of religion, whic h the dying woman 
accepted without objection. Then having attended to 
her spiritual wants, lie bethought hirnseh of her bodily 
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needs, and offered her some European delicacies. 
€ Alas/ said she, ‘ my digestion is too weak to bear any 
kind of food. There is only one thing I could fancy, 
and nobodv here could get it for me/ ‘ What is it? 3 
asked the Jesuit. ‘Ah! my son/ said she, ‘ it is tin* 
hand of a little boy ! I feel as if I should enjoy 
munching the little bones ! 9 ” 

“Horrid! but I wonder is it so very nice?” said 
Robert. 

“ My second tale will answer vou, my boy,” said 
Paganel. “ One day a missionary was reproving a 
cannibal for the horrible custom, so abhorrent to God's 
laws, of eating human flesh ! f And beside/ said he, f it 
must be so nasty ! ’ ‘ Oh ! father/ said the savaire, 

looking greedily at the missionary, ‘ sav that God forbids 
it ! That is a reason for wli.it you tell us. But don't 
say it is nasty! If you had only tasted it ! .... 
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CHAPTER VII. 

IS WHICH THEY ARRIVE IS THE COUNTRY THEY 
SHOULD HAVE SHUNNED. 

Paoanei/s facts were indisputable. The cruelty of 
the New Zealanders was beyond a doubt, therefore it 
was dangerous to land. Put had the danger been a 
hundredfold greater, it had to he faced. John Mangles 
felt the necessity of leaving without delay a vessel 
doomed to certain and speedy destruction. There were 
two dangers, one certain and the other probable, hut no 
one could hesitate between them. 

As to their chance of being picked up by a passing 
vessel, they could not reasonably hope for it. The 
Mua/uariv was not in the track of ships hound to New 
Zealand. They keep further north for Auckland, 
further south for New Plymouth, and the ship had 
struck just between these two points, on the desert 
region of' the shores of Ika-na-Mani, a dangerous, 
difficult coast, and infested by desperate characters. 

“ When shall we get a wav ? n asked Gienarvan. 

“ To-morrow morning at ten o'clock/’ replied John 
Mangles. “The tide will then turn and carry us to 
land." 
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Next day, February 5, at eight o’clock, the raft was 
finished. John had given all his attention to the 
building of this structure. The fore-yard which did 
very well for mooring the anchors, was quite inadequate 
to the transport of passengers and provisions. What 
was needed was a strong, manageable raft, that would 
resist the force of the waves during a passage of nine 
miles. Nothing but the masts could supply suitable 
materials. 

Wilson and Mulrady set to work ; the rigging was 
cut clear, and the mainmast, chopped away at the base, 
fell over the starboard rail, which crashed under its 
weight. The Macquarie was thus razeed like a pontoon. 

When the lower mast, the topmasts, and the royals 
were sawn and split, the principal pieces of the raft 
were ready. They were then joined to the fragments 
of the foremast, and the whole was fastened securely 
together. John took the precaution to place in the j 
interstices half-a-dozen empty barrels, which would rak 
the structure above the level of the water. 

On this strong foundation, Wilson laid a kind of 
floor in open work, made of the gratings off the hatches. 
The spray could then dash on the raft without staying 
there, and the passengers would be kept dry. In ad- 
dition to this, the hose-pipes firmly lashed together 
formed a kind of circular barrier which protected the 
deck from the waves. 

That morning, John seeing that the wind was in 
their favour, rigged up the royal-yard in the middle of 
the raft as a mast. It was stayed with shrouds, ami 
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carried a makeshift sail. A large broad-bladed oar was 
fixed behind, to act as a rudder in case the wind was 
sufficient to require it. The greatest pains had been 
expended on strengthening the raft to resist the force 
of the waves, but the question remained whether, in the 
event of a change of wind, they could steer, or indeed, 
whether they could hope ever to reach the land. 

At nine o'clock they began to load. First came 
the provisions, in quantity sufficient to last till they 
should reach Auckland, for they could not count on 
the productions of this barren region. 

Olbinett's stores furnished some preserved meat 
which remained of the purchase made for their voyage 
in the Macquarie . This was but a scanty resource. 
They had to fall back on the coarse viands of the ship ; 
sea biscuits of inferior quality, and two casks of salt 
fish, 'flic steward was quite crestfallen. 

These provisions were put into hermetically sealed 
cases, staunch and safe from sea water, and then 
lowered on to the raft and strongly lashed to the foot of 
tlie mast. The arms and ammunition were piled in a 
jdry corner. Fortunately the travellers were well armed 
with carbines and revolvers. 

: A holding anchor was also put on board in case 

John should be unable to make the land in one tide, 
and would have to seek moorings. 

At ten o’clock the tide turned. The breeze blew 
Jently from the north-cast, and a slight swell rocked 
■he frail craft. 

“ Are we ready ? ” asked John. 
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“All ready, captain/* answered Wilson. 
u All aboard ! cried John. 

Lady Helena and Marv Grant descended by a rojx 
ladder, and took their station at the foot of the nuis 
on the cases of provisions, their companions near them 
Wilson took the helm. John stood by the tackle, am 
Mulrady cut the line which held the raft to the ship'; 
side. 

The sail was spread, and the frail structure con,, 
menced its progress towards the land, aided by vim 
and tide. The coast was about nine miles off, a die 
tance that a boat with good oars would have aecon,. 
plished in three hours. But with a raft allowance nns: 
he made. If the wind held, they might reach the In.: 
in one tide. But if the breeze died awav, the ebb v<>{/ 
carry them away from the shore, and they would i r 
compelled to anchor and wait for the next tide, a 
consideration, and one that tilled John Mangles win 
anxiety. 

Still he hoped to succeed. The wind Ireslu-i 
The tide had turned at ten o'clock, and hv three the, 
must either make the land or anchor, to save thcnwdvo 
from beitur carried out to sea. They made a good 
Little by little the black heads of the reels and t’; 
yellow hanks of sand disappeared under the swdhn: 
tide. Kxtrcane watchfulness and perfect skill, 
necessary to avoid these submerged rocks, and st - r s 
hark that did not readily answer to the helm, and tiu: 
constantly broke off. 

At noon they were still five miles from shore. A 
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! tolerably clear sky allowed them to make out the prin- 
cipal features of the land. In the north-east rose a 
mountain about 2500 feet high, whose sharply defined 
outline was exactly like the grinning face of a monkey 
turned towards the sky. It was Pirongia, which the 
map save as exactly on the 38th parallel. 

At half-past twelve, Paganel remarked that all the 
rocks had disappeared under the rising tide. 

“ All hut one,” answered Lady Helena. 

u W hich, Madame ? ” asked Paganel. 

“There,” replied she, pointing to a black speck a 
mile. ml. 

“ Yes, indeed,” said Paganel. “ Let us try to 
ascertain its position, so as not to get too near it, for 
the sea will soon conceal it.” 

« It is cxactlv in a line with the northern slope of 
the mountain/* said John Mangles. “ Wilson, mind 
voti mve it a wide berth.” 

“ Y s, captain/’ answered the sailor, throwing It is 
whole weight on the great oar that steered the rail. 

In lull an hour they had made half a mile. Hut, 
stramre to say, the black point still rose above the 
waves 

John looked attentively, and in order to make it out, 
borrowed PagaiuTs telescope. 

“That is no reef,” said he, after a moment ; “it is 
j Something floating, which rises and falls with the 
swell ” 

“ Is it part of the mast of the Macquarie y” answered 
Lady Helena. 
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“ No,” said Glcnarvan, “none of her timbers co U ’ ( 
have come so far/ 7 

“Stay!” said John Mangles; “ I know it! It; s 
the boat.” 

“The ship's boat ! ” exclaimed Glcnarvan. 

“Yes, mv Lord. The ship's boat, keel up.” 

“The unfortunate creatures,” cried Lady Helena 
“ they have perished ! ” 

“ Yes, Madame,” replied John Mangles, “ they nni?r 
have perished, for in the midst of these breakers in a beau 
swell on that pitchy night, they ran to certain death/ 

“ May God have mercy on them ! ” lnurnuirui 
Mary Grant. 

For a few minutes the passengers were silent. The; 
gazed at the frail craft as they drew near it. It nra> 
evidently have capsized about four miles from theslimv, 
and not one of the crew' could have escaped. 

“ Hut this boat may be of use to us,” said Glenarvaii, 

“That is true,” answered John Mangles. “ Kup 
her up, Wilson.” 

The direction was slightly changed, but the ijru'Z: 
fell gradually, and it was two hours before they rcaciu! | 
the boat. 

Mulrady, stationed forward, fended off the blow, aid 
the you-you fell alongside. 

“Empty?” asked John Mangles. 

“ Yes, captain,” answered the sailor, “ the boat * 
emptv, and all its scams arc open. It is (if no ^ 
to us.” 

“ No use at all ? ” said McNabbs. 
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“ None at all,” said John Mangles. “ It is good 
for nothing but to burn ” 

“ I regret it,” said Paganel, "for the you-you might 
have taken us to Auckland.” 

“ We must bear our fate, Monsieur Pa<ranel,” 
replied John Mangles. “ But, for my part, in such a 
stormy sea I prefer our raft to that crazy boat. A very 
slight shock would be enough to break her up. There- 
fore, my Lord, we have nothing to detain us further.” 

“ As vou think best, John.” 

“ On then, Wilson,” said John, "and bear straight 
for the land.” 

There was still an hour before the turn of the tide, 
la that time they might make two miles. But the wind 
soon fell almost entirely, and the raft became nearly 
motionless, and soon began to drift to seaward under 
the mlluenee of the ebb-tide. 

John did not hesitate a moment. 

u Let go the anchor,” said he. 

Mulrady, who stood to execute this order, let go the 
anchor in live fathoms water. The raft hacked about 
two fathoms on the line, which was then at full stretch. 
Ihe sail was taken in, and everything made snug for a 
tedious period of inaction. 

The returning tide would not occur till nine o'clock 
ai the evening; and as John Mangles did not care to go 
0,1 in the dark, the anchorage was for the night, or at 
least till live o'clock in the morning, land being in sight 
at a distance of less than three miles. 

A considerable swell raised the waves, and seemed 
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to set in continuously towards the coast, and perceiving 
this, Glcnarvan asked John why he did not take advan- 
tage of this swell to get nearer to the land. 

“ Your Lordship is deceived by an optical illusion/’ 
said the young captain. iC Although the swell seems to 
carry the waves landward, it does not really move at all. 
It is a mere undulating molecular motion, nothing more. 
Throw a piece of wood overboard and you will see that 
it will remain quite stationary except as the tide affects 
it. There is nothing for it but patience.” 

“And dinner,” said the Major. 

Olbinett unpacked some dried meat and a dozen 
biscuits. The steward blushed as he proflered the 
meagre bill of fare. Hut it was received with a good 
Grace, even by the ladies, who, however, had not much 
appetite, owing to the violent motion. 

This motion, produced bv the jerking of the ralt on 
the cable, while she lav head on to the sea, was v< r\ 
severe and fatiguing. The blows of the short, tumhiui:; 
seas were as severe as if she had been striking on -t 
submerged rock. Sometimes it was hard to believe tii.ii 
she was not aground. The cable strained vioh ntlv, ami 
everv halt hour John had to take in a fathom, to ea^e it. 
Without this precaution it would certainly have given 
wav, and the raft must have drifted to destruction. 

John's anxietv mav e t>dv he understood. Ills < abk 
might break, or his anchor lose its hold, ami in either 
ca>e the danger was imminent. 

Night drew on ; the surfs disk, enlarged by refrac- 
tion, v. .:•» dipping blood-red below the horizon. 1 iu v 
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distant waves glittered in the west, and sparkled like 
sheets of liquid silver. Nothing was to be seen in that 
direction but sky and water, except one sharply-defined 
object, the hull of the J\lac<juarie, motionless on her 
rocky bed. 

The short twilight postponed the darkness only by a 
few minutes, and soon the coast outline which bounded 
•the view on the east and north, was lost in darkness. 

The shipwrecked party were in an agonizing situ- 
ation on their narrow raft, and overtaken by the shades 
of night. 

Some of the party fell into a troubled sleep, a prey 
to ev il dreams ; others could not close an eye. When 
t!u dav dawned, the whole party were worn out with 

fathruc. 

With the risinir tide the wind blew again towards 
the land. It w;s six o’clock in the morning, and there 
w ,ts no time to lose. John arranged everything for 
rt'sunnnif tluir vovnire, and then he ordered the anchor 
to be wa i idled, [hit the anchor-flukes had been so 
imbedded in the sand by the repeated jerks of the cable, 
that without a windlass it was impossible to detach it, 
even with the tackle which Wilson had improvised. 

Hall an hour was lost in vain efforts. John, im- 
patient of delay, cut the rope, thus sacriik ing his anchor, 
and also the possibility of anchoring again if this tide 
foiled to carry them to land. But he decided that 
further delay was not to be thought of, and an axe-blow 
committed the raft to the merev ot the wind, assisted 
!, y a current of two knots an hour. 
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The sail was spread. They drifted slowly towards 
the land, which rose in grey, hazy masses, on a back- 
ground of sky illumined by the rising sun. The reef 
was dexterously avoided and doubled, but with the 
fitful breeze the raft could not get near the shore. 
What toil and pain to reach a coast so full of danger 
when attained. 

At nine o'clock, the land was less than a mile off. 
It was a steeply-shelving shore, fringed with breakers; 
a practicable landing-place had to be discovered. Gradu- 
ally the breeze grew fainter, and then ( eased entirely. 
The sail flapped idlv against the mast, and John had it 
furled. The tide alone carried the raft to the shore, 
but steering had become impossible, and its passage 
was impeded by immense bands of fm'u v. 

At ten oVlock John found himself almost at a 
standstill, not three cables’ length from the shore. 
II aving lost their anchor, they wire at the mercy of 
the ebb-tide. John clenched his hands ; he was racked 
with anxietv, and ca^t frenzied glances towards this 
inaccessible .shore. 

In the muVt of his perplexities, a shock was felt. 
The raft stood -till. It had landed on a sandbank, 
twenty-five fathoms from the coast. 

Gienarvan, Robert, W’lU on, and Mulrady, jumped 
into the water. The raft was firmly moored to the 
nearest roiks. The ladies Wi re carried to land without 
wetting a fold of th<'ir dresses, ami soon the whole 
party with tle ir arms and provisions were finally latulea 
( u these mm h -dreaded New Zealand shores. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Tin: PRKSKNT STATIC OF THE COUNTRY T1IICV 
RKACHICI). 

Glknarvan would have liked to start without an 
hour's delay, and follow the coast to Auckland. But 
since the morning heavy clouds had been gathering, and 
towards eleven o'clock, after the landing was 'fleeted, 
the vapours condensed into violent rain, so that instead 
of starting they had to look for shelter. 

Wilson was fortunate enough to discover what just 
suited their wants; a grotto hollowed out by the sea in 
the basaltic rocks. Here the travellers took shelter 
with their arms and provisions. In the cave they 
found a ready-garnered store of dried sen-weed, winch 
formed a convenient couch ; for lire, they lighted some 
wood near the mouth of the cavern, and dried them- 
selves as wtll as they could. 

John hoped that the duration of this deluge of rain 
would he in an inverse ratio to its violence, but he was 
doomed to disappointment. Hours passed w ithout any 
abatement of its fury. Towards noon the wind freshened, 
and increased the force of the storm. The most patient 
n. z. 6 
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of men woflld have rebelled at such an untoward ineident; 
but what could be done ? Without any vehicle, they 
could not brave such a tempest ; and, after all, unless 
the natives appeared on the scene, a delay of twelve 
hours was not of so much consequence, as the journey 
to Auckland was only a matter of a lew days. 

During* this involuntary halt, the conversation 
turned on the incidents of the New Zealand war. But 
to understand and appreciate the critical position into 
w hich these 3I<o t/uar it passengers were thrown, some- 
thing oueht to be known oi the history of the struimle 
\vhit*ti hid dvimnd the island yj. Ika-nu-Mani with 
blood. ✓> 

Since tlie arrival of £bel Tasnjaft in Cook's Strait, 


on the i6fh of Dcomber, 4^42, though the New 
Zealanders* had often by Kuropean vessels, 

they had maintained their liberty in their several islands. 
No Hun ’pt:. in powrr had \ii thmwhi •>! fakiiMj [ios.se* 
1 j '’..la >, 


Pacific Oeean. Tlie ■- stationed at \arioe* 


points \\» ve \W ne AviWWvX- o\ V'XwwWWU VWnWaWoW. 

Some nt ih' m. c -*p ■■ :allv the Aiu.du an**, prepared 1 1 1 
minds o/" t!;. No*. Z< unuJ 1 hit ha aahnnttma to th-‘ 
Krurh-h \oke. Jr ua-> Cncrlv managed, and tho* 
che. is wci v mthn need r<> siun a It tier addressed to 
(luu-n Victoria to ask far proto* tion. But tlie imut 
clearsighted aiMona them saw* tie* Jolly of this step; 
and om( i oi tie in, a i t <r having atii\<d hi ^ tattoo-mark t > 
the letter hv way of signature, uttered these prophet: 
word. : fi Wt have lost our country ! henceforth it 



u.n II, v >lum«s v ' it: 

:■! tU« Ni'.l 
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not ours ; soon the stranger will come and take it, and 
we shall be his slaves.” 

And so it was; on January 2 9, 1840, the corvette 
Herald arrived in the Bay of Islands towards the north 
of Ika-na-Mani. Captain I lobson landed at the village 
of Kororarcka. 1 lie natives were invited to a general 
meeting in the Protestant church. And there Captain 
1 lohsoiPs credentials lrom the Ouccn of Ensrland were 
read to the* assemblage. 

In January oi the following year, the principal New 
Zealand chiefs were summoned to the presence of the 
jj I'd i-.lt resident at Paia. Captain Hobson tried to 
oEain their submission by telling them that the Oueen 
had sent troops and vessels to protect them, that their 
ri-Tnts would be guaranteed, and their liberty would not 
| ; e inlrmncd. But their kinds were to beloiur to ( )ueen 
Victoria to whom they were held bound to sell them. 

'Die majority of the chiefs thought this too high 1 
juice 1 », protection, and refused their conunt. But 
what Captain HobsonN grandiloquent speeches failed 
to obtain, was purchased by presents and promises 
vdmh were more potent our these savage nature'. 

Prom the year 184c, till the dav the Dunum left the 
Clyde, notlmur had happened here that Paganel did 
not kimw # and he was ready to impart his information 
to his companions. 

‘‘Madame,” said he in answer to Ladv Helena's 
questions, ‘‘ l must repeat wh.it l had occasion to 
remark before, that the New Zealanders arc a 
courageous people, who yielded for a moment, but 
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afterwards fought foot to foot, against the English in- 
vaders. The Maori tribes are organized like the old 
clans of Scotland. They are so many great families 
owning a chief, who is very jealous of his prerogative. 
The men of this race arc proud and brave, one tribe tall 
with straight hair, like the Maltese, or the Jews of 
Bagdad; the other smaller, thickset like mulattoes, but 
robust, haughty, and warlike. They had a famous 
chief, named llihi, a real Vercingctorix, so that vou 
need not be astonished that the war with the Eno'lish 
has become chronic in the Northern Island, lor in it is 
the famous tribe of the Waikatos, who defend their 
lands under the leadership of William Thompson." 

“ But," said John Mangles, “ are not the Kncrlbh 
in possession of the principal points of New Ze.i* 
land ? ” 

“ Certainly, dear John," replied Ikurancl. “Alter 
Captain Hobson took formal possession, and became 
governor, nine colonies were founded at various tun . s 
between 1840 and 1862, in the most favour.thl - 
situations. TIicm; formed the nucleus of nine pro- 
vinces, four in the North Islam!, Auckland, Taranaki, 
Wellington and Hawkes’ Bav, and five m the southern 
island, Nelson, Marlborough, Canterbury, Otairo, ami 
Soutldand, u ith a total population of 1 84,346 inhabi- 
tants nn the 30th of June, 1864. Large and imm> - 
taut trading towns have risen in all parts. When w 
reach Auckland wc shall he enchanted with the sin - 
tion of tins southern Corinth, commanding its narrm’ 
isthmus, thrown like a bridge across the sea; the cii) 



The Present State of the Country they Reached . 85 


already numbers 12,000 inhabitants. On the west 
coast, New Plymouth, on the east, Ahuhiri, on the 
south, Wellington, are already flourishing and fre- 
quented towns. In the Southern Island, Tawai-Pouna- 
111011, there are Nelson, the Montpellier of the 
antipodes, and the garden of New Zealand, Picton 
in Cook’s straits, Christchurch, Invercargill and Dun- 
edin, the two latter in the opulent province of Otago, 
which attracted gold-seekers from all parts of the world. 
And it should be remarked that these towns are not 
assemblages ol huts, or savage settlements, but real cities, 
with ports, cathedrals, banks, docks, botanic gardens, 
museums of natural history, acclimatisation societies, 
journals, hospitals, benevolent associations, philo- 
sophical institutes, Masonic lodges, clubs, choral 
societies, theatres, Exhibition buildings, just as in 
London or Paris! And if my memory serves me, in 
this verv vear of 1865, in this land of cannibals, there 
was to be, and probably is now while l am speaking, a 
l nive^al Exhibition, in which the products of the 
a hole world will he brought together.” 

‘‘ What! in >pite of the war with the natives?” 
a^ked Duly Helena. 

“ Madame, the English do not trouble themselves 
much about a war. The lighting and the exhibiting go 
on at the same time. -"They are making railways under 
lire from the Maorics. In Auckland prouiuethc Drury 
and Mere-Mere railways intersect the principal districts 
occupied hv the rebels. 1 warrant that the workmen 
fire from the top of the locomotive^.” 
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“ But what about this interminable war?” asked 
John Mangles. 

“Well!” said Paganel, “six long months have 
gone bv since we left Europe, and I cannot say what 
may have happened during that time, with the exception 
of a few facts, which I gathered from the newspapers 
of Maryborough and Seymour during our Australian 
journey. At that time the lighting was very lively in 
the Northern Island.” 

“ And when did the war commence? ” asked Mary 
Grant. 

“ Recommence, you mean, my dear young lade/’ 
replied Pairanel ; “ for there was an insurrection so far 
back as 184^. flic present war began towards tk. 
close of 1864; but long before that date the Mao! it ■ 
were occupied in making preparations to sh.ike oil’ the 
English yoke. The national party among the natives 
carried on an active propaganda for the < lection of a 
Maori ruler. The object was to make old Pof.u c; 
kmir, and to tix as the capital ot the new kingdom, jhs 
village, which lay between the 1 Waikato and Wuipa 
Rivers. Pnfatau uas an old man, remarkable rude: 
for cunning than hrawrv ; but he had a Prime Minister 
who was both intelligent and energetic, a descendant 
01 rhe Ngatihahiias, who occupied the isthmus before 
the arrival of the strangers. I his minister, \\ dbani 
Thompson, h* t amc the soul of the War of Independ- 
ence , and ortMm/ed the Maori troops with great skri. 

I nder this guidance a Taranaki chief rallied theseatti n u 
tribes around the same Hag; a Waikato chief formed a 
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‘Land League/ intended to prevent the natives from 
selling their land to the English Government, and 
warlike feasts were held just as in civilized countries on 
the verge of revolution. The English newspapers began 
to notice these alarming symptoms, and the Government 
became seriously disturbed at these f Land League ' 
proceedings. I11 short, the train was laid, and the mine 
was ready to explode. Nothing was wanted but the 
spark, or rather the shock of rival interests to produce 
the spark. 

“This shock took place in i860, in the Taranaki 
province on the south-west coast of Ika-na-Mani. A 
native had six hundred acres of land in the neighbour- 
hood of New Plymouth, lie sold them to the English 
Government ; but when the surveyor came to measure 
the purchased land, the chief King' i protested, and by 
the month of March be had made the six hundred acres 
in question into a iortilied camp, surrounded with high 
pahs ides. Sonic' duvs alter Colonel Gold carried tins 
lortress at tin* head of his troops, and that day heard 
the lirM shot tired ot the native war/* 

u Arc the M aorics numerous 5 '* asked John 
Mangles. 

“Their numbers have been very much reduced within 
the last centurv,” replied the geographer. “In 1769 
Cook estimated them at 40c .c-c:. In 1S45 the census 
of the native protectorate brought it down to Ic, 0,000. 
The massacres incident to civilization, together with 
disease and fire-water, have decimated them ; but in 
the two islands there now remain 90,000 natives, of 
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whom 30,000 arc fighting men, who will be able for 
a considerable time to keep the English troops at 
bay” 

“ Have the rebels been successful up to this time ? 
asked Lady Helena. 

“ Yes, Madame, and the English themselves have 
often been compelled to admire the courage and bravery 
of the New Zealanders. Their mode of warfare is of 
the guerilla type; they form skirmishing parties, come 
down on small detachments, and pillage the colonists’ 
homes. General Cameron had no easy time in thes< 
campaigns, during which every bush had to be searched. 
In 1863, after a long and sanguinary struggle, the 
Maories were entrenched in strong and fortified position 
on the Upper Waikato, at the end of a chain of steep 
hills, and covered by three miles of forts. The native 
prophets called on all the Maori population to defend 
the soil, and promised the extermination of the Pakekas, 
or white men. General Cameron had three thousand 
volunteers at his disposal, and they gave no quarter t<; 
the Maories after the barbarous murder of Captain 
Sprent, Several bloody engagements took place ; in 
some instances the fighting lasted twelve hours before 
the Maories yielded to the English cannonade. The 
heart of the army was the fierce W aikato tribe under 
William Thompson. This native general commanded 
at the outset 2300 warriors, afterward** increased to 
8cco. The men of Shongi and Hcki, two powerful 
chiefs, came to his assistance. The women took their 
part in the most trying labours of this patriotic war 
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Jiut right has not always might. After severe struggles 
General Cameron succeeded in subduing the Waikato 
district, but empty and depopulated, for the Maorics 
escaped in all directions. Some wonderful exploits 
were related. Four hundred Maorics who were shut up 
in the fortress of Orakau, besieged by icoo English, 
under Brigadier-General Carev, without water or pro- 
visions, refused to surrender, but one day at noon cut 
their way through the then decimated 40th Regiment, 
and escaped to the marshes/’ 

tf But,” asked John Mangles, “did the submission 
,,f the Waikato district, put an end to this sanguinary 

5 >y 

WAY : 

“No, my friend,” replied Pagan el. “The English 
resohed to march on Taranaki province and besiege 
Mataitawa, William Thompson's fortress But they 
dul not carry it without great loss, just as I was 
] vauntr Paris, I heard that the governor and the general 
Lad accepted the submission of the Tauranga tribes, 
and hit them in pos>es>ion of three-fourths ot their 
lands. It was also rumoured that the principal chief of 
the rebellion, William Thompson was inclined to sur- 
render, hut the Australian papers have not confirmed 
this, but rather the contrary, and I should not be sur- 
prised to find that at this moment the war is going on 
with renewed vurotir.” 

“ Then, according to you, l\igancl, M said (ilenarvan, 
“this struggle is still going on in the provinces of 
Auckland and Taranaki ? ” 


“ I think so.” 
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“This very province where the Macquarie’ s wreck 
has deposited us.” 

“ Exactly. We have landed a few miles above 
Kawhia harbour, where the Maori flag is probably still 
floating.” 

“Then our most prudent course would be to keep 
towards the north,” remarked Glenarvan. 

“By far the most prudent,” said Paganel. “Tile 
New Zealanders are incensed against Europeans, and 
especiallv against the* English. Therefore let us avoid 
falling into their hands.” 

“ \\ e mk'ht have the <:ood fortune to fall in with a 
detachment of European troops,” said I*udv Helena. 

“ W c m.iv, Madame,” replied the peopr.ipher ; “ hut 
I do not expect it. Detached parties do not like to tro 
far into the country, where the smallest tuvsnVk, the 
thinnest brushwood, mav conceal an accomplished 
marksman. I don’t fancy we shall pick up an escort 
of the 40th Regiment. But there arc 1 niission-stafioih' 
on this west coast, and we shall he able to make them 
our haltimr-placcs til! we get to Auckland. I think 
ako that v. e mav even fall in with the* track Dr. 
Hoehstetter took al mu? the c ourse of the Waikato.” 

“ W as lie a traveller, Monsieur Pairanel ? ” inquired 
Robert Grant. 

“ V(s, mv bov, a member of the scientific com- 
mission on board the Austrian frigate Not ura, during 
its voyage round tin* world m 18*8. 

“ M on.sieitr Paganel,” answered Robert, whose eyes 
kindled at the thought of great geographical expeditions, 
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“ have there been any celebrated travellers in New 
Zealand as Burke and Stuart in Australia?” 

“ Several, my child, such as Dr. 1 looker, Professor 
Brizard, Dielfenbaeh, and j»i ius IJaast, the two latter 
naturalists ; but though some of them have paid with 
their lives for their love of adventure, none of them 
have reached the celebrity of the Australian or African 

v wagers” 

u And do you know their history ? ” 

“ Yes, mv bov, and as I see vou want to be as wise 
... m\ self, I will tell \on all 1 know.” 

“ 'Hunks, Monsieur Paganel, 1 am all attention.” 

“ \\ e also,” said I.adv Helena. “ It is not the tlrst 
; . :ne that bad winthcr has dm to us to improve our 
:nnnk So vour remaiks may he ,r eiieral, Monsieur 
Auianel.” 

‘‘As vou w lib Madame.” said the geographer; 
"hut me store will not he a long one. It is not a tale 
; bold explorers, who strove loot to loot with the 
Aust ahan Minotaur. New Zealand is a country too 
united in extent to remain long unexamined ; so that 
a. v heroes ware rather tourists than trau Hers, properly 
' ) called, ami fell vntmis to the una prosaic aeei.ients.” 

‘‘And their names : ” said Mary (Irant. 

“The surveyor \\ hitcomhe, and Ourlton llowitt, 
tae snnewho found the rt mains ni (hake/- in that 

# 'Ih’s i> an error < h.uHon lio-.ott voi> th** vonn*;»T t irot *:c r of AHs* I 
^ • •Ait: . s\ 1 , . > th<* rrma»rr U I’wj’kr asst XX ;'.A t u #■-,*. ar*il vou> \ » 

••"w thv rc pfctwl iro.aaialr at it; U ja ’U!) wee of 

Milium ar»rl Mary I f o ott. the vou] -known lYeo - 
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memorable expedition which I narrated to you during 
our halt on the banks of the Wimerra. Whitcombe 
and Howitt were each in command of an exploring partv 
in the South island. Both set out from Christchurch 
in the early part of 1863, to discover different routes 
across the northern mountain range of the Canterbury 
province. Howitt crossed the chain at the northern 
boundary of the province, and established his head- 
quarters on I^ikc Brunner. W hitcombe found in the 
Rakaia Valiev a pass which debouched on the eastern 
side of Mount Tyndall. He had a travelling companion 
Jacob Lou per, who published in the ( Lvttletou 'runes’ 
the store of the journey and the catastrophe. If niv 
recollection docs not fail me, it was on the 22nd of 
April, 18^3, that the two explorers found themselves 
at the foot of the ghn ier where the river Rakaia takes 
its rise-. They ascended file mountain, and hetman their 
search for a new pass. 

“ Nt *xt (lav, W hitcombe and I .oupc r, exhausted l>v 
fati«:ue caul exposure, camped durmi.: a snow-storm at a 
height of 4CC-0 feel above the sea-level. During M\en 
ditvs they wandeied among the mountains, m \alle\s 
whose roc kv walls afforded no outlet. They were oltui 
without hre or food, their sugar turned to svrup, time 
bisemf to a damp j uste, their clothes and blanket^ 
streamed with wafer; and, Insides, they were tormented 
with insects. On some da vs they made long jouriuv> 
of three miles, on other lavs short ones of not more 
than two hundred yards. At last, on the 29th of Apni. 
they c ..me to a Maori hut and found in a garden a lew 
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handfuls of potatoes; this was the last meal the friends 
ate together. That evening they reached the sea-shore, 
near the mouth of the Teremakau. They had then to 
cross to the right hank to get north towards the Grey 
River. The Teremakau was wide and deep. Lou per, 
after an hour’s search, found two little leaky boats, 
which he repaired as well as he could and fastened 
together, and towards evening they embarked. But 
thev scarcely reached the middle of the current, when 
the boats Idled with water. Whitcombe took to swim- 
ming, and returned to the left hank. Jacob Ixmper, 
who did not know how to swim, stuck to the boat, and 
this saved him, but not without considerable peril. The 
unfortunate man was carried out towards toe breakers. 
The lit '-t wave sent him to the bottom, and a second 
brought him up again; he was dashed against the rocks. 
A verv dark night came on, and the rain fell in torrents. 
Loupe r was knocked about on the waves for manv 
hours, till bis bodv was swollen and bleeding. At last 
the bsi.it touched the land, and its unfortunate occupant 
was thrown senseless on the shore. Next dav, as mu n 
as it was light, he dragged himstlf to a spring, and 
perceived that the current bad carried him a mile from 
the spot where he had tried to ero-s. lie managed to 
get up, and followed the coast, ami soon found the 
unfortunate Whiteomhe, whose head and bodv were 
buried in the oo/.v mud. Louper dint a grave with his 
bands in the sand, and buried the corpse of his comrade. 
I wo days after he was found living nf hunger by some 
hospitable Maorics — for there are such — and on the 
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4th of May he reached Hewitt’s camp 011 Lake 
Brunner. Six weeks after, Howitt himself perished like 
the unfortunate \\ hitcombe.” 

“Yes/* said John Mangles, "it really seems as if 
these misfortunes were linked together, and that a fatal 
bond unites explorers, and if one link is broken all 
perish.” 

"You are right, friend John/’ replied Pagam ! ; 
"and f have often made the same remark. Be what 
law of solidarity was Howitt led to hL late under nearh 
the same circumstances ? who can tell r Charlm,-, 
Howitt had been engaged by Mr. W\de, at the head ui 
the Public W orks Department, to survey a practu ah!,- 
bridle-track from the Hunmui plain r<> the mouth <;I 
the Tercmakau. He started on flu* 1st ol Jamup , 

I X6 ), accompanit. J hv five men. He accomplish d he 
task with ereat intellmetu e, and a road t» »rt \* nnh 1 «- »» p • 
was cleared as far as an unfordublc point on the T n- 
makati. !!>**.«. itt earn*: haek to Chnstchma h, and !;• *- 
w ithstandm.; ?!;e approach ot winter, In- vadi..! ! 
prosei ufc tie; und» i tak ma. Mr. W\tle consent. \i 
Howitt - a o:I to provision hm ramp, m ou.hr to 
reach for tie- winter M-.hoii. It wa- liiti) he met J so 1 
laaupcr. 

'Hu* 27th of June, Howitt and two of his men, 
Robert Little and Ifenrv Mullins, left the camp. 
Thev cTnbrkid on Lake Brunner, and were never m-c:i 
agam. '1 heir heat, trail and low in the water, wa- 
found *■ trawled on the shore. For nine weeks- thgv 
were searched for in vain, and there could In no doubt 



The Present State of the Country they Reached . 95 

that tin* unfortunate fellows, unable to swim, were 
drowned in the waters of the lake.” 

“Hut why should they not he safe and sound at 
this moment, amongst some New Zealand tribe?” 
said I -ally Helena. “One may surely doubt their 

death.” 

“ Alas ! no, Madame,” replied Paganel. “ A year 
after tin* aeeident, they had not reappeared — and 
when a year parses without tidings of the lost in 
this country, they are lost indeed.” lie said this in 
a low voice. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

NORTHWARD. 

On the 7th of February, at six o'clock in the morning 
the signal for departure was given !>v Glenarvau. 
Duriiur the niirht the* rain had ceased. File skv 'a.«n 
veiled with light itrev clouds, which moderated the heat 
of the sun, and allowed the travellers to venture nn a 
journey by day. 

Paeane! had measured on the map a distance <>f 
eighty miles between Point Kawhia and Auckland; it 
was an eiirht d.ivs* journey if thev made ten link- 
a cl. iv. Hut instead of following the windings of tin- 

coast, he thought it better to make for a point thirty 
miles off, at the continence ol the Waikato and th 
Waipa, at the village of Ngarnavahia. The “overland 
track ” passes that point, and is rather a path than a 
road, practicable for the vehicles whic h go almost across 
the island, from Napier, in Hawke’s Bay, to Auckland. 
From this vdhurc it would be easy to reach Drury, and 
there thev could rest in an excellent hotel, highly recom- 
mended by Dr. Hochstctter. 

I he travellers, each carry ing a share of the provisions, 
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commenced to follow the shore of Aotea Bay. From 
prudential motives they did not allow themselves to 
straggle, and by instinct they kept a look out over 
the undulating plains to the eastward, ready with 
their loaded carbines. Paganel, map in hand, took a 
professional pleasure in verifying the minutest details. 

During part of the day, the little party were walking 
on sand composed of fragments of' bivalve shells, cuttic- 
jhh bones, and a great proportion of peroxide and pro- 
toxide of iron. A magnet touchimr the ground was 
iiv-.mtlv covered with brilliant crystals. 

On the beach, lapped bv the rising tide, some 
uh*iin*‘ animals were disporting themselves and showed 
;),) inclination to nuke their escape. The seals, with 
ill; ir rounded heads, their laree projretmg foreheads, 
their exore^^-ive t yem gazed with a gentle, almost a flee - 
\]i . ] i , { t 1 - I \pre^si«>n. It was U"V to umli rstatal how the. 

lud idealised tfa^e curious tenants of tiie sea, and 
tamed them into enchantresses or serous, though their 
v ii' e v. as o:dv an unmusical <u*a k. These animals 
abound on flu NVw Zealand co,uf, and are of son c 
oanmer* tal importance. Tin v are i auuht fur thin* oil 
ami for their fur. 

Among them were conspicuous time nr lour sea 
elephant^, of a bluish v:n v, and from twcntv-fnv to 
thirty her in length* These enormous nittphihi a, idlv 
stn-telud on thick hed< of cunt laminaria, erected their 
feulc trunks and grinned till tbov shonk the coarse 
luir ot their long twisted moustaches winch were trot 
U V l^e those of a dandy. Robert v as absorbed in mi* 
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templating the novel sight, when he suddenly exclaimed 
with a tone of surprise — 

“ Look ! the seals are eating stones ! ” 

And so it was ; several of them were swallowing 
the stones of the beach with gluttonous avidity. 

u Upon my word, that is so ! 99 said Paganel. 
“ Nobody can deny that they feed upon the shingle.” 

(( Oueei* food,” said Robert, “and rather hard of 
digestion ! ” 

“ It is not by way ot nourishment, my boy, that they 
swallow the stones, but as ballast. It is to increase 
their specific gravity, ami enable them the more readily 
to sink in the water. Once more on dry land, they will 
reject the stones again. You will soon see them take 
to the water.” 

And surely enough, in a few minutes, half-a-dozen 
of the seals, having taken in sufficient ballast, dragged 
themselves heavily along the shores, and disappeared 
under the water. But (Jlcnarvaif could not afford to 
lose precious time in watching for their return, to observe 
the process of unballasting, and to PaganePs great regret, 
the journey was resumed. 

At ten o’clock, a halt was called for breakfast, just 
at the foot of some great basaltic rocks, standing like a 
Celtic dolman on the sea-shore. An oyster bed fur- 
nished them with plenty of these molluscs. The oysters 
were small, and not very pleasant to the taste. But 
under PaganePs advice, Olbinett cooked them on hot 
coals, and thus prepared, dozens followed dozens during 
the whole time of breakfast. 
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After this delay, they set out again and followed the 
shores of the bay. On its rocky points, on the top of the 
cliffs, were congregated a whole world of sea-birds, frigate- 
birds, boobies, sea-gulls, gigantic albatrosses, sitting per- 
fectly motionless on the edge of the sharp rocks. At four 
o'clock in the afternoon, ten miles were accomplished 
without difficulty or fatigue, and the ladies wished to 
go on till evening. At this point the direction of their 
route had to be slightly changed ; they had to go round 
a mountain spur and then strike into the Waipa Valley. 

The country looked like an immense prairie which 
faded into distance and promised an easy walk. But the 
travellers were undeceived when they came to the edge 
of this verdant plain. The grass gave way to a low 
scrub of small bushes bearing little white flowers, mixed 
with those innumerable tall ferns with which the lands 
of New Zealand abound. They had to cut a path 
across the plain, through these woody stems, and this 
was a matter of some difficulty, but .it eight o'clock in 
the evening the first slopes of the llakarihoata Ranges 
were turned, and the party camped immediately. 

After a fourteen miles’ march, they might well think 
of resting. Neither wagon nor tent being available, 
they sought repose beneath some magnificent Norfolk 
Island pines. Thev had plenty of rugs which make 
good beds. ' 

Glenarvan took every possible precaution tor the 
night. His companions and he, well armed, were to 
watch in turns, two and two, till daybreak. No fires 
were lighted. Barriers of fire are a potent preservation 
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from wild beasts, but New Zealand has neither tiger, 
nor lion, nor bear, nor any wild animal, but the Maori 
adequately fills their place, and a fire would only have 
served to attract this two-footed jaguar. 

The night passed pleasantly with the exception of 
the attack of the sand-flies, called by the natives, 
te ngamu,” and the visit of an audacious family of rats, 
who exercised their teeth on the provisions. 

Next day, on the 8 th of February, Pagane! rose more 
sanguine, and almost reconciled to the country. The 
Maories, whom he particularly dreaded, had not yet 
appeared, and these ferocious cannibals had not molested 
him even in his dreams. lie told Glcnarvan how much 
he was relieved. 

“ I begin to think that our little jourm v will end 
favourably. This evening we shall reach the confluence 
of the Waipa and Waikato, and after tlut there is 
not much chance of meeting natives on the wav to 
Auckland” 

“ How far is it now,” said (ileturvan, “to the con- 
fluence of the Waipa and Waikato r ” 

“ Fifteen miles ; just about what we did yesterday.” 

“ But we .shall be terribly delayed if this interminable 
scrub continues to obstruct our path.” 

“ No,” said Paganel, “ we shall follow the banks of 
the Waipa, and then we shall have no obstacle, hut 0:1 
the contrary, a very easy road.” 

4 * Well then,” said Glcnarvan, seeing the ladi< - 
ready, “let us make a start.” 

During the early part of the day, the thick brush- 
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wood seriously impeded their progress. Neither wagon 
nor horses could have passed where travellers passed, so 
that their Australian vehicle was but slightly regretted. 
Until practicable wagon roads are cut through these 
forests of scrub, New Zealand will only be accessible to 
foot passengers. The ferns, whose name is legion, 
concur with the Maories in keeping strangers off the 
lands. 

The little party overcame many obstacles in crossing 
tiie plains in which the Ifakarihoata Ranges rise. But 
before noon they reached the banks of the Waipa, and 
followed the northward course of the river. 

It was a charming valley intersected by little clear 
fresh water creeks, which tippled merrily under the 
iobaec. According to Honker, the botanist, New 
Zealand is now known to possess two thousand species 
of plants, of which five hundred arc peculiar to it. 
flowers arc* of infrequent occurrence and feeble in 
col airing, and there is an almost entire absence oi 
animals, but ferns, grasses, and umbellifenr abound. 

Some tall trees rose here and there, from the lowei 
level of sombre vegetation. Mctrosideros with its 
scarlet flowers, Norfolk Island pines, thujas with ver- 
tically compressed branches, and the * 4 riion/’ a kind o 
cypress, as funereal in appearance as its Kuropcan rela- 
tives ; and the trunk of every tree bristled with ferns o 
infinite variety. 

Between the branches of the tall trees, above th 
tops of the underwood, some kakatoes fluttered am 
chattered, the green “kukariki ” with a red hand unde 
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the throat, the “ taupo,” adorned with a line pair of 
black whiskers, and a parrot as big as a duck, which the 
naturalists have named the “ Nestor nicridionalis.” 

The Major and Robert, without leaving their com- 
panions, shot some snipe and partridge under the low 
shrubs of the plain. Olbinett, to save time, plucked 
the birds as he went along. 

Pagan el was less absorbed by the culinary import- 
ance of the game than by the desire of obtaining some 
bird peculiar to New Zealand, flis curiosity as a natu- 
ralist overcame his hunger as a traveller. He called 
to mind the peculiarities of the “ tui ” of the natives, 
sometimes called the mocking-bird from its incessant 
chuckle, and sometimes “ the parson,” in allusion to 
the white cravat it wears over its black, cas-oik-like 
plumage. 

“The tui,^ said Pagan el to the Major, “grows 
so fat during the winter that it makes him ill, and 
prevents him from (lying. Then he tears hi> breast 
with his beak, to relieve himself of his fat, and so 
becomes lighter. Docs n<>f that seem to you singular, 
McNabbs y> 

“So singular that I don’t believe a word of it,” 
replied the Major. 

Pag and, to hi- irreat regret, could not find a single 
specimen, or he might have .shown the incredulous 
Major the bloody scars on the breast. Hut he was 
more fortunate with a strange animal which, hunted bv 
men, cats, and dogs, lias fled towards the unoccupied 
country and is .fast disappearing from the fauna of New 
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Zealand. Robert, searching like a ferret, came upon a 
nest made of interwoven roots, and in it a pair of birds 
destitute of wings and tail, with four toes, a long snipe- 
like beak, and a covering of white feathers over the 
whole body, singular creatures, which seemed to connect 
the oviparous tribes with the mammifers. 

It was the New Zealand “kiwi,” the Apteryx aus- 
tralis of naturalists, which lives with equal satisfaction 
on larva", insects, worms or seeds. This bird is pecu- 
liar to the country. It has been introduced into very 
few of the zoological collections of Europe. Its grace- 
less shape and comical motions have always attracted 
the notice of travellers, and during the great exploration 
ol the . Istmlale and the ZcAV, Dumont d’Urville was 
principally charged by the Academy of Sciences to bring 
hack a specimen of tlioe singular birds. But in spite 
of rewards offered to the natives, he could not obtain a 
.single living specimen. 

n a£anel, who was elated at such a piece of luck, 
tied the two birds together, and carried them along 
with the intention of presenting them to the Jardin 
ties Plantes in Paris. “ Presented by M. Jacques 
Pagancl.” He mentally saw the flattering inscription 
on the handsomest cage in tin* gardens. Sanguine 
geographer ! 

The party pursued their way without fatigue along 
the banks of the Waipa. TU- country was quite 
deserted ; not a trace of natives, nor any track that could 
bet ray the existence of man. The stream was fringed 
with tall bushes, or glided along sloping hanks, so that 
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nothing obstructed the view of the low range of hills 
which closed the eastern end of the valley. With their 
grotesque shapes, and their outlines lost in a deceptive 
haze, they brought to mind giant animals, worthy of ante- 
diluvian times. Thev might have been a herd of cnor- 
mo us whales, suddenlv turned to stone. These disrupted 
masses proclaimed their essentially volcanic character. 
New Zealand is, in fact, a formation of recent plutonic 
origin. Its emergence from the sea is constantly in- 
creasing. Some points are known to have risen six 
feet in twentv years. Fire still runs across its centre, 
shakes it, convulses it, and finds an outlet in manv 
places by the mouths of geysers and the eraters of 
volcanoes. 

At four in the afternoon, nine miles had been easily 
accomplished. According to the map which Paganel 
constantly referred to, the confluence of the Waipa and 
Waikato ought to be reached about five miles farther 
on, and there the night halt could he made. Two or 
three days would then suffice for the fifty miles which 
Jay between them and the capital; and if (ilenanan 
happened to fall in with the mail-coach that plus 
between Hawkcs* Iktv and Auckland twice a month, 
eight hours would be sufficient. 

“Therefore,” said Glenarvan, “we shall he obliged 
to camp dining the night once uigre.” 

“ Yes,” said Paganel, “hut I* hope for the last 
time” 

“ I am very glad to think so, for it is very trying 
for Lady Helena and Mary Grant.” 
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“ Anti they never utter a murmur,” added John 
Mangles. “But I think I heard you mention a village 
at the confluence of these rivers. ” 

“ Yes,” said the geographer, “ here it is, marked on 
Johnston's map. It is Ngarnavahia, two miles below 
the junction.” 

“Well, could we not stay there for the night? 
Lady Helena and Miss Grant would not grudge two 
miles more to find a hotel even of a humble character.” 

“ An hotel ! ” cried Pagancl, “an hotel in a Maori 
village! you will not Jind an inn, not a tavern! This 
village will he a mere cluster of huts, and so far from 
seek n nr rest there, my ni)$jcc is that you nive it a wide 
larth ” 

“ Your old fears, Paganel ! ” retorted Glenarvan. 

u M v dear Lord, where Maories are concerned, dis- 
trust is safer than eonlidenee. 1 do not know on what 
term 4 ' they are with the Lnglish, whether the insurrec- 
tion N suppressed or successful, or whether indeed the 
war may not he going on with full vigour. Modesty 
lip tit, people like us would be a prize, and I must sav, 

I would rather forego a taste of Maori hospitality. I 
think it certainly more prudent to avoid this village 
ot Ngarnavahia, to skirt it at a distance, so as to 
avoid all encounters with the natives. When we 
reach Drury it w ill be another thing, and there our 
krave ladies will he abb to recruit their strength at their 
leisure.” 

This advice prevailed. Lady Helena preferred to 
pass another night in the open air, and not to expose 
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her companions to danger. Neither Mary Grant nor 
she wished to halt, and they continued their march 
along the river. , 

Two hours later, the first shades of evening began 
to fall. The sun, before disappearing below the western 
horizon, darted some bright rays through an open. 
iti£ in the clouds. The distant eastern summits were 
empurpled with the parting glories of the day. It 
was like a flying salute addressed to the way-worn 
travellers. 

Glenarvan and his friends hastened their steps; 
they knew how short the tw ilight is in this high latitude, 
and how <juick!v the imrht follows it. They were very 
anxious to reach the confluence of the two rivers before 
the darkness overtook them. But a thick fog ruse 
from the ground, and made it very difficult to see the 
way. 

Fortunately hearing stood them in the stead of 
sight; shortly a nearer sound of water indicated that 
the confluence was at hand. At eight o'clock the little 
troop arrived at the point where the Waipa loses itself 
in the Waikato, with a moaning sound of meeting 
waves. 

“There is the Waikato?” cried Pagancl, “ and the 
road to Auckland is along its right bank.” 

“ We shall see that to-morrow,” said the Major. 
“ Let us camp here. It serins to me that that dark 
shadow is that of a little etamp of trees grown expressly 
to shelter us. Let us have supper and then get some 
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c< Supper by all means,” said Paganel, “but no fire; 
nothing but biscuit and dried meat. We have reached 
this spot incognito, let us try and get away in the same 
manner. By good luck, the fog is in our favour.” 

The clump of trees was reached and all concurred in 
t hc wish of the geographer. The cold supper was 
eaten without a sound, and presently a profound sleep 
overcame the travellers who were tolerably iatigued with 
their fifteen miles' march. 
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CHAFFER X. 

THE NATIONAL RIVER. 

The next morning at daybreak a thick fog was clinging 
to the surface of the river. A portion ot the vapours 
that saturated the air were condensed by the cold, ami 
lav as a dense cloud on the water. But the rays of the 
sun soon broke through the watery mass and melted it 
away. 

A tongue of land, sharply pointed and bristling 
with hushes, projected into the uniting streams. The 
swifter waters of the Waipa rushed against the current 
of the Waikato for a quarter of a mile before they 
mingled with it; but the calm and majestic river sunn 
quieted the noisy stream and carried it off quietly in in 
course to the Pacific Ocean. 

When the vapour disappeared, a boat was seen 
ascending the current of the Waikato. It was a canoe 
seventy feet long, five broad, and three deep ; the prow 
raised like that of a Venetian gondola, and the whole 
hollowed out of the trunk of a kahikatca. A bed ot 
dry fern was laid at the bottom. It was swiftly rowed 
by eight oars, and steered with a paddle by a man seated 
in the stem. 
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This man was a tall Maori, about forty-five years of 
a <rc, broad-chested, muscular, with powerful developed 
hands and feet. Ilis prominent and deeply-furrowed 
!mnv, his fierce look, and sinister expression, gave him 

a formidable aspect. 

Tattooing, or “ moko,” as the New Zealanders call 
it is a mark of great distinction. Noire is worthy of 
these honorary lines, who has not distinguished him- 
self in repeated fights. The slaves, and the lower class, 
cannot obtain this decoration. Chiefs of high position 
ma\ be known by the finish and precision and truth of 
tin design, which sometimes covers their whole bodies 
with the figures of animals. Some arc found to under- 
go the painful operation of “ moko ” five times. The 
more illustrious, the more illustrated, is the rule of New 
Zealand. 

Dumont D’Urville has given some curious details 
as to this custom. He justly observes that “ moko ” is 
the counterpart of the armorial bearings nt which many 
families in Europe are so vain. But he remarks that 
there is this difference : the armorial bearings of 
Europe are frequently a proof only of the merits of 
the first who bore them, and are no certificate of the 
merits of his descendants ; while the individual coat- 
of-arms of the Maori is an irrefragable proof that it 
was earned by the display of extraordinary personal 
courage. 

1 he practice of tatooing, independently of the con- 
sideration it procures, has also a useful aspect. It gives 
the cutaneous system an increased thickness, enabling 
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it to resist the inclemency of the season and the inces- 
sant attacks of the mosquito. 

As to the chief who was steering the canoe, there 
could be no mistake. The sharpened albatross hone 
used by the Maori tattooer, had five times scored his 
countenance. He was in his fifth edition, and betrayed 
it in his haughty bearing. 

His figure, draped in a large mat woven of “ phor- 
mium 99 trimmed with dogskins, was clothed with a pair 
of cotton drawers, blood-stained from recent combats. 
From the pendant lobe of his ears hung earrings <,; 
green jade, and round his neck was a quivering necklace 
of " pounamous,” a kind of jade stone sacred amomr 
the New Zealanders. At his side lay an English ritle, 
and a u patou-patou,” a kind of two-headed axe of an 
emerald colour, and e ighteen inches long. Beside him 
sat nine armed warriors of inferior rank, ferocious look- 
ing fellows, some of them suffering from recent wounds. 
They sat quite motionless, wrapped in their l!a\ 
mantles. Three savage-looking dogs lay at their feet. 
The eight rowers in the prow, seemed to be servants 
or slaves of the* chief. They rowed vigorously, an 1 
propelled the boat against the not verv rapid current el 
the Waikato, with extraordinary velocity. 

In the centre of this long canoe, with their feet 
tied together, sate ten European prisoners closely packed 
together. 

It was Glenarvan and Lady Helena, Mary Grant, 
Robert, Paganei> the Major, John Mangles, the steward, 
and the two sailors. 
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The night before, the little band had unwittingly, 
owing to the mist, encamped in the midst of a numerous 
party of natives. Toward the middle of the night they 
were surprised in their sleep, were made prisoners, and 
carried on board the canoe. They had not been ill- 
treated, so far, but all attempts at resistance had been 
vain. Their arms and ammunition were in the hands 
of the savages, and they would soon have been targets 
for their own balls. 

They were soon aware, from a few English words used 
1) V tiit natives, that they were a retreating party of a tribe 
who had been beaten and decimated by the English troops, 
and were on their way back to the l 7 pper Waikato. 
The Maori chief, whose principal warriors had been 
picked off by the soldiers of the 42nd Regiment, was 
returning to make a final appeal to tlu: tribes of the 
Waikato district, so that he might go to the aid of the 
indomitable William Thompson, who was still holding 
Ins own against the conquerors. The chief's name was 
'■ Kai-Koumou,” a name of evil boding in the native 
language, meaning “ Me who eats the limbs of his 
enemy.” He was bold and brave, but his cruelty was 
equally remarkable. No pity was to be expected at his 
hands. His name was well known to the English 
soldiery, and a price bad been set on his head by the 
governor of New' Zealand. 

This terrible blow befcl lilenarvan at the very 
nionieut when he was about to reach the long-desired 
haven of Auckland, and so regain hts ow n country ; 
hut no one who looked at his cool, calm features, could 
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have guessed the anguish he endured, Glenarvan 
always rose to his misfortunes, lie felt that his part 
was to be the strength and the example of his wife ami 
companions ; that he was the head and chief ; ready to 
die for the rest if circumstances required it. He was of 
a deeply religious turn of mind, and never lost his trust 
in Providence nor his belief in the sacred character of 
his enterprise. In the midst of this crowning peril 
he did not give way to any feeling of regret at 
having been induced to venture into this country of 
savages. 

His companions were worthy of him ; they entered 
into his lofty views ; and judging hv their quiet and 
haughty demeanour, it would scarcely have been 
supposed that they were hurrying to the final catas- 
trophe. With one accord, and by Cileuarvan's advice, 
they resolved to affect utter indifference before the 
natives. It was the only way to impress these ferocious 
natures. Savages in general, and particularly the 
Maories, have a notion of dignity from which they 
never derogate. They respect, above all things, coolness 
and courage. Glenarvan was aware that by this mode 
of procedure, he and his companions would spare them- 
selves needless humiliation. 

From the moment of embarking, the natives, who 
were very taciturn, like all savages, had # scarcely 
exchanged a word, but from the few sentences they 
did utter, Glenarvan felt certain that the English lan- 
guage was familiar to them. He therefore made up his 
mind to question the chief on the fate that awaited , 



The National River. 


ll 3 


them. Addressing himself to Kai-Koumou, he said in 
a perfectly unconcerned voice : — 

<< Where are we going, chief? ” 

Kai-Koumou looked coolly at him and made no 

answer. 

« What are you going to do with us ? ” pursued 
Glenarvan. 

A sudden gleam flashed into the eyes of Kai-Koumou 
and he said in a deep voice — 

“ Exchange you, if your own people care to have 
you ; eat you if they don't/ 1 

Glenarvan asked no further questions ; but hope 
revived in his heart. He concluded that some Maori 
chief had fallen into the hands of the English, and 
that the natives would try to get them exchanged. So 
they had a chance of salvation, and the case was not 
quit# so desperate. 

The canoe was speeding rapidly up the river. Paga- 
nel, whose excitable temperament always rebounded 
from one extreme to the other, had quite regained his 
spirits. He consoled himself that the natives were 
saving them the trouble of the journey to the English 
outposts, and that was so much gain. So he took it 
quite quietly and followed on the map the course of the 
Waikato across the plains and valleys of the province. 
Lady Helena and Mary Grant concealing their alarm, 
conversed in a low voice with Glenarvan, and the 
keenest physiognomists would have failed to see any 
anxiety in their feces. 

* Waikato is the national river in New Zealand. 
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It is to the Maories w hat the Rhine is to the Germans, 
and the Danube to the Slavs. In its course of 200 
miles it waters the finest lands of the North island, 
from the province of Wellington to the province of 
Auckland. It gave its name to all those indomitable 
tribes of the river district, which rose en masse against 
the invaders. 

The waters of this river are still almost strangers to 
any craft but the native canoe. The most audacious 
tourist would scarcely venture to invade these sacred 
shores ; in fact, the Upper Waikato is sealed against 
profane Europeans. 

Paganel was aware of the feelings of veneration with 
which the natives regard this great arterial stream. He 
knew that the English and German naturalists had 
never penetrated further than its junction with the 
Waipa. lie wondered how far the good pleasure of 
Kai-Koumou would carry his captives ? He could nut 
have guessed, but for hearing the word “Taupo” 
repeatedly uttered between the chief and his warriors. 
He consulted his map and saw that “ Taupo ** was the 
name of a lake celebrated in geographical annals, ami 
lying in the most mountainous part of the island, at 
the southern extremity of Auckland province. The 
Waikato passes through this lake and then flows on 
for 130 miles. 

Paganel speaking French to John Mangles so a> 
not to be intelligible to the savages, asked him what 
was the rate of the canoe. John thought about three 
miles an hour. 
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“At that rate,” said the geographer, “if we halt 
for the night, we may be four days reaching the lake.” 

“ But where are the English outposts ? ” said 
Glcnarvan. 

“ It is difficult to say ! ” replied Paganel. “ But as 
the war has probably extended into the province of 
Taranaki, and in all likelihood the troops are concen- 
trated at the side of the lake behind the mountains 
which is the scene of the insurrection.” 

“ God grant it may be so ! ” said Lady Helena. 

Glcnarvan looked sadly at his young wife and Mary 
Grant, at the mercy of these ferocious natives, and being 
hurried away into wild regions far from all human aid. 
But he saw Kai-Koumou observing him, and from a 
prudent desire to conceal from him that one of the 
captives was his wife, he refrained from any expression 
of his feelings and gazed vacantly at the banks of the 
river. 

About half a mile above the confluence, the boat, 
without stopping, passed the former residence of King 
Potatau. No other canoe was to be seen on the 
stream. A few huts sparsely scattered on the l>anks 
bore witness in their desolation to the horrors of a 
recent war. The river lands seemed to be abandoned. 
The only sign of life was the presence of a few aquatic 
birds. Sometimes the “ taparunga,” a plover, with 
black wings, white breast, and red beak, pattered away 
on its long claws. Herons of three different species, 
the ash-coloured “inatuku” a stupid looking kind of 
bittern, and the magnificent “ kotuku,” with white 
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plumage, yellow beak, and black feet, stood quietly 
gazing at the canoe as it passed. Where the slope of 
the banks denoted a certain depth of water, the king, 
fisher, “ kotard ” of the Maories, was watching the little 
silvery eels that flash in millions in New Zealand rivers. 
Where the bushes clothed the banks, proud-looking 
hoopoes, and sultan birds made their morning toilet 
under the early rays of the sun. All this winged 
world were revelling in the freedom they enjoyed; 
their human enemies were driven away or decimated 
bv the war. 

During the first part of its course, the Waikato ran 
for the most part through a plain of vast extent, but 
after a while hills and then mountains began to narrow 
the valley where the river had followed its bed. Ten 
miles above the confluence was the village of KJrikiriroa, 
'ust as it was given in Johnston's map. Kai-Koumou 
did not stop. He ordered for the prisoners their own 
provisions, which had been taken from them at the 
camping place. He himself, with his warriors and 
slaves, contented themselves with Maori food, the 
eatable fern “ ptcris esculcnta," baked roots, and 
" kapanas " (potatoes) which are cultivated in abund- 
ance in both islands. They had no animal food, 
and the dried meat of their captives did not seem to 
awaken their appetite for it. 

At three o'clock they came to a point where some 
mountains rose on the right bank, the Pokaroa Ranges, 
which resemble a dismantled fortress ; on some rocky 
spurs were perched mined tf pahs/' or entrenchments, 



The National River 


117 


raised by Maori skill in impregnable positions. They 
were like gigantic eagles’ nests. 

The sun was just sinking below the horizon when 
the canoe touched a bank covered with the pumice stories 
which the Waikato brings down from the volcanic 
mountains. Some trees were growing there, and it 
looked a suitable place for an encampment. Kai- 
Koumou landed his prisoners, the men having their 
hands tied, but the ladies free ; "all were placed in the 
centre of the camp and a chain of fires all round pre- 
vented any possibility of escape. 

before Kai-Koumou had informed his prisoners of 
his intention to exchange them, Glcnarvan and John 
Mangles had discussed the means of recovering their 
liberty. What they could not accomplish in the boat, 
they hoped to do on shore, when they encamped, with 
the favouring chances of the night. 

But after the chief’s communication to Glcnarvan it 
seemed wiser to abstain and have patience. It was the 
path of prudence. The prospect of exchange was a more 
hopeful one than could be realized by an armed attack, 
or by a flight across an unknown country. It was true 
that many things might yet occur to retard or compli- 
cate the negociations j but, in any case, waiting was 
best/ In fact, what could ten people without arms dp 
against thirty well-equipped savages? Glcnarvan 
besides, felt assured that the tribe of Kai-Koumou had 
lost some distinguished chief whom they were particu- 
larly anxious to ransom, and he was right. 

Next day, the canoe ascended the nwer with 
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enhanced velocity. At ten o'clock it stopped for a 
moment at the confluence of the Pohaiwhenna, a little 
river which meandered over the plains beyond the right 
bank. 

There a canoe manned by ten natives, joined Kai- 
Koumou's boat. The warriors just exchanged salutes, 
“ airo mai ra,” which means “ come here in good 
health/' and the two canoes rowed in company. The 
new arrivals had recently been in an engagement with 
the English troops. This was denoted by their ragged 
clothes, their blood-stained arms, and the wounds that 
were still bleeding under their rags. They were gloomy 
and taciturn, and with the stolid indifference common 
to all savage races, they took no notice of the Euro- 
peans. 

At midday the peaks of Maungatotari stood out on 
the western sky. Tin* valley of the Waikato began to 
close in, and the river pent within such narrow hounds, 
dashed on with the violence of a rapid. But the 
strength of the native rowers, doubled and regulated by 
a song to which the oars kept time, impelled the ho, it 
over the foaming waters. The rapid was passed, and 
the Waikato resumed its slow course, only varied from 
mile to mile by the winding of its banks. 

Towards evening, Kai-Kotimou landed at the foot of 
the mountains whose nearest spurs ended steeply on 
the narrow banks. There a score of natives disem- 
barked, and made arrangements for the night. Great 
fires blazed up under the trees. A chief equal in rank 
to fUi-Koummi advanced by a prescribed number of 
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steps, and rubbing his nose against that of Kai- 
Koumou, he gave him the cordial salute of “chongui.” 
The prisoners were placed in the centre of the camp, 
and guarded with extreme vigilance. 

Next day the tedious journey up the Waikato was 
resumed. Other boats arrived by the smaller affluents 
of the river, and the united party now numbered sixty 
warriors, evidently the fugitives of the last insurrection, 
wiio were returning, more or less damaged by English 
shot, to their mountain retreats. Sometimes a song 
rose from the procession of boats. A native chaunted 
the patriotic strain of the mysterious “ Pihe ” 

*' Papa r i ti wati tidi 
I clounga ru*i M 

a national hymn, inciting the Maori race to war lor 
independence. . The full and resonant voice of the 
singer, aw akened the echoes of the mountains, and after 
each coupler, the natives striking their chests which 
reverberated like drums, took up the warlike chorus, and 
then with a fresh impulse the canoes breasted the 
current and Hew* along the \v;Jer. 

A curious phenomenon occurred on this day, to 
vary the monotony. About four o’clock, the boat 
dashed through a narrow passage steered steadily with* 
out hesitation, by the unswerving hand of the chief. 
The eddying waters broke against numberless islands, 
and the situation looked dangerous. To capsize would 
e more Perilous here than anywhere else on the river, 
for the hanks offered no refuge. To set foot on the boil- 
,n g mud of the shore w ould have been certain destruction. 
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The river ran among the hot springs which have 
always been so attractive to travellers. The oxide of 
iron reddened the slime of the banks, where there was 
not a foothold of solid tufa. The air was pervaded 
with a sulphurous smell, which seemed innocuous to 
the natives ; but the captives suffered severely from the 
miasma that rose from rents in the soil, and the gases 
that burst from every bubble on the stream. But, how- 
ever the olfactories might rebel at these emanations, 
the eye could but admire the imposing sight. 

The boats ventured right into the thickest vapour of 
the white cloud. Its dazzling wreaths rose like a dome 
above the river. On its shores a hundred 'jgevsers, some 
emitting steam, others liquid columns, were as varied 
in their effects as the jets and cascades of a fountain 
planned by the hand of man. It was as if some unseen 
mechanism directed the intermittent play of the springs. 
Water and vapour as they mingled in the air shone in 
the sun with all the opal tints of the rainbow. 

At this spot the Waikato flows over a shifting bed 
which is always kept bfcu mg by subterranean fires. 
Not far off' on the side of Lake Rotorua, in the cast, 
were the rumblings of the thermal springs and steam- 
ing torrents of Rotomahana and of Tetarata, at which 
some venturesome travellers have had a glance. The 
whole region is honeycombed with geysers and craters, 
and solfataras, which give an outlet for the overflow of 
gases which cannot escape by the safety valves of lon- 
gariro and Wakari, the only active volcanoes in New 
Zealand. 
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For two miles the native canoes navigated the river 
under this canopy of vapour, wrapped in the steaming 
folds, which rolled on the surface of the water; then 
the sulphurous smoke was dispersed, and pure air set 
in motion by the rapidity of the current, relieved the 
distressed lungs. 

Before the end of the day two more rapids were 
passed, thanks to the strong rowers. That evening 
Kai-Koumou encamped a hundred miles from the con- 
fluence of the Waipa with the Waikato. The river 
takes a bend westward, and falls into Lake Taupo like 
a <j;iaiit fountain into a basin. 

Next day Paganel consulted his map, and recog- 
nized on the right bank Mount Tohira, which rises to a 
height of three thousand feet. At midday the proces- 
sion of boats arrived at the point where the widening 
river meets I-ake Taupo, and the natives saluted with 
frantic gestures a tattered flag which fluttered in the 
wind, at the top of an old hut It was the Maori 
standard. 
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CHAPTER XL 

LAKi: TAl TO. 

An unfathomable gulf twenty-live miles lon^ and 
twenty miles broad, was produced, but lonu; before 
historic times, by t lie falling in of caverns among th * 
trachytic lavas of the centre of the island. And then- 
waters falling from the surrounding heights have tala a 
possession of this vast basin. The gulf has become ,t 
lake, but it is also an abyss, and no lead-line lusvtt 
sounded its depths. 

Such is tlu* wondrous lake of 'laupo, lying i 2 jC 
feet above the level of the sea, and in view of an 
amphitheatre of mountains 24CO feet high. On the 
west are rockv peaks ol great si/e ; on the north 
lofty summits clothed with low trees; on the ca>r a 
broad beach with a road track, and covered with pumiec 
stones, which shimmer through the leafy screen of the 
bushes; on the southern side rise volcanic cones behind 
a forest flat. Such is tile majestic frame that encloses 
this vast sheet of water whose roaring tempests iiva! 
the cyclones of Ocean. 

The whole region boils like an immense cauldron 
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hung over subterranean fires. The ground vibrates 
from the agitation of the central furnace. Hot springs 
filter out everywhere. The crust of the earth cracks in 
great rifts like a cake too quickly baked, and doubtless 
this whole plateau would be swallowed in the incandes- 
cent furnace, but that the imprisoned vapours lind an 
outlet twelve miles off by the crater of Tongariro. 

Viewed from the north bank, this volcano appeared 
with a crest of smoke and flames, above the small 
crater-mouths. Tongariro seemed to belong to a 
rather complicated orographic system. Behind it 
Mount Kuapahou, isolated on the plain, rose to the 
height of ()^oo feet and buried its summits in the clouds. 
No mortal loot has trod that inaccessible peak; no 
human eye lias looked into its crater depths, whereas 
the more practicable summits of Tongariro have been 
measured three times in twenty years, by Messrs. Bid- 
well and Dyson, and recently by Dr. Hochstetter. 

These volcanoes have their legends, and, under any 
other circumstances, Paganel would not have failed to 
; enounce them to his companions. Ik* would have told 
j bow a woman was the cause of a dispute between Ton- 
gariro ami Taranaki, who was then his neighbour and 
friend. Tongariro, who, like all volcanoes, is hot- 
headed, forgot himself so far as to strike Taranaki, 
i Taranaki in his humiliation tied to the vallev of Whan- 
ganm, dropped two pieces as he went, and arrived at the 
sea-shore, where he lifts his lonely head under the name 
of Mount Egmont. 

Pagand was in no mood for storv-telling, nor 
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his hearers for listening. They gazed silently on the 
north-easter shore of Taupo, whither fate, in her most 
treacherous 'mood, had brought them. The mission 
station established by the Rev. Mr. Grace at Pukavva 
on the western shore of the lake, was there no lorn^r. 
War had driven the clergyman far from this spot, which 
was in the heart of the rebellious districts. The 
prisoners were alone, at the mercy of a party of Maories 
greedy of revenge; and, worst of all, they were in the 
wildest part of the island, where Christianity had made 
no impression. 

Kai-Koumou, in leaving the main stream of the 
Waikato, had gone up a little creek which acts as «i 
kind of funnel to the river, went round a small promon- 
tory and landed on the eastern shore of the lake, at tin 
foot of the lower slopes of Mount Manga, a larire, 
round-shaped hill, 300 or 400 feet high. This hill was 
a field of “ phormium,” the valuable flax of thecountrv. 
It is the “ harakeke ” of the Maories. No part of the' 
plant is useless. Its flowers yield excellent honey; its 
Stern affords a kind of gum w hich supplies the place <>i 
wax and starch ; its leaf, more protean still, takes num- 
berless forms of utility : freshly cut, it is used as 
paper ; dried, as tinder ; torn to shreds, it makes coni, 
t able, and nets ; its fibre, w hen combed, is woven into 
coverlids and cloaks, mats and nether garments, and by 
the addition of red or black dye, Ijccumes worthy of tne 
Maori dandy. 

This valuable plant is widely spread over both 
islands, on the sea-shore, as well as along the rivers and 
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around the lakes. In this district the wild plants 
covered great fields ; its reddish brown aloe-like flowers, 
bloom everywhere, rising from the luxuriant trophy-* 
shaped tuft of long pointed leaves. 

In the waters of the lake, troops of ducks were 
dabbling; their plumage was blackish, speckled with 
grey and green ; they are a species very easily domesti- 
cated. 

About a quarter of a mile off, on a craggy spur of 
the mountain, stood a “ pah ” or Maori fortress. The 
prisoners, whose feet and hands were liberated, were 
landed one by one, and conducted into it by the 
warriors. The path which led up to the intrcnchment, 
lay across fields of “ phormium” and a grove of beauti- 
ful trees, the “ kaikateas ” with persistent leaves and 
red berries; “dracaenas australis,” the “ti-trecs” of the 
natives, whose crown is a graceful counterpart of the 
cabbage- palm, and “ bilious,” which are used to give a 
black dye to cloth. Large doves with metallic sheen 
n their plumage, and a world of starlings with reddish 
carmelcs, flew away at the approach of the natives. 

After a rather circuitous walk, Glcnarvan and his 
party arrived at the pah. 

The fortress was defended by an miter enclosure of 
strong palisades, fifteen feet high ; a second line of 
stakes; then a fence composed of osiers, with loop- 
holes, enclosed th$ inner space, that is the plateau of 
the “pah/ 1 on which were erected the Maori buildings, 
and about forty huts arranged symmetrically. 

When the captives approached they were horror- 
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struck at the sight of the heads which adorned the posts 
of the inner circle. Lady Helena and Mary Grant 
turned away their eyes more with disgust than with 
terror. These heads were those of hostile chiefs who 
had fallen in battle, and whose bodies had served to 
feed the conquerors. The geographer recognized that 
it was so, from their eye sockets being hollow and 
deprived of eye-balls. 

The eyes of chiefs are always eaten ; the head is 
prepared by being emptied of brain ; the nose kept in 
shape by bits of stick, the nostrils stuffed with “phor- 
mimn,” the mouth and eyelids sewn up, and it is put 
into an oven and smoked for thirty hours. Thus cured, 
it keeps for any length of time without alteration or 
wrinkle, and forms a trophy for the conqueror. 

Often the Maories preserve the heads of their own 
chiefs, but in that case the eye remains in the orbit and 
gazes at the spectator. The New Zealanders show 
these relics with pride ; they hold them up to the admi- 
ration of the young braves, and perform religions rites 
in their honour. 

But tin - i( pah ” of Kai-Koumou was adorned only 
with the heads of enemies, and undoubtedly more than 
one English head, with empty sockets, enriched the 
museum of the Maori chief. 

The house of Kat-Koummi, stood at the inner part 
of the “ pah ” among several huts of minor importance, 
before a large open space which Europeans would have 
called “the battle field.” This house was built of 
stakes closely interwoven with branches, and the interior 
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was hung with flax matting. The whole building was 
only twenty feet long, fifteen feet wide, ten feet high, 
enclosing a cubic space of three thousand feet, which 
suffices to lodge a New Zealand chief. 

Only one opening gave access to the hut; a swing 
panel formed of a thick vegetable tissue served the pur- 
pose of a door. T he roof overhung in the style of an 
impluvium. Some figures carved at the ends of the 
rafters ornamented the house, and on the “ wharepuui, ,, 
or portal, were sculptured foliage, symbolic figures, 
monsters, intertwined boughs, all in one inextricable 
tannic, the work of native decorators. 

Inside the house, the floor of beaten earth was 
raised six inches above the soil. Hurdles made of 
bulrushes, and mattresses of dried fern covered 
with mats woven of the long flexile leaves of the 
f typha/' did duty as beds. In the middle, a hollow 
stone formed the hearth, and another hole in the roof 
^ rved as, chimney. The smoke, when it was dense 
enough, concluded to take advantage of the outlet pro- 
uilctl for it, but not till it had left a fine blac k varnish 
on the wails. 

At one side of the house stood the storehouses, 
which contained the chief’s provisions ; his harvest of 

phonmum/ ; potatoes, taro, edible fern, and the ovens 
where tliese dainties are cooked by contact with heated 
stones. Beyond these buildings, in small enclosures, 
pigs and goats were feeding, cherished descendants of 
the useful animals imported by Captain Cook. Dogs 
prowled up and down seeking their scanty food. They 
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were badly kept for animals in daily use among the 
Maories as food. 

Glenarvan and his companions had taken in all this 
scene at a glance. They stood near an empty house, 
waiting the pleasure of the chief, and exposed to the 
abuse of a crowd of old crones. This troop of harpies 
surrounded them, shaking their fists, howling and voci- 
ferating. Some English words that escaped their coarse 
mouths left no doubt that they were clamouring for 
immediate vengeance. 

In the midst of all these cries and threats, Lady 
Helena, tranquil to all outward seeming, affected an in- 
difference she was far from feeling. This courageous 
woman, made heroic efforts to restrain herself, lest she 
should disturb Glenarvan’s coolness. Poor Mary 
Grant felt her heart sink within her, and John Mangles 
stood by ready to die in her behalf. His companions 
bore the deluge of invectives each according to his dis- 
position ; the Major with utter indifference, Pagantl 
with exasperation that increased every moment. 

Glenarvan, to spare I-adv Helena the attacks ef 
these witches, walked straight up to Kai-Koumou, and 
pointing to the hideous group 

“ Send them away,” said he. 

The Maori chief stared fixedly at his prisoner with- 
out speaking; and then, with a nod, he silenced the 
noisy horde. Glenarvan bowed, as a sign of thair>, 

and went slowly hack to his place. 

At this foment * hundred Maories were assembled 
In the "pah" old men, full grown men, youths; t |L 
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former were calm, but gloomy, awaiting the orders of 
Kai-Koumou ; the others gave themselves up to the 
most violent sorrow, bewailing their parents and friends 
who had fallen in the late engagements. 

Kai-Kouinou was the only one of all the chiefs that 
obeyed the call of William Thompson, who had returned 
to the lake district, and he was the first to announce to 
his tribe the defeat of the national insurrection, beaten 
on the plains of the lower Waikato. Of the two 
hundred warriors who, under his orders, hastened to 
the defence of the soil, one hundred and fifty were niiss- 
hm on his return. Allowing for a number being made 
prisoners bv the invaders, how many must be lying on 
the field of battle, never to return to the country of their 
ancestors ! 

This was the secret of the outburst of grief with 
which the tribe saluted the arrival of Kai-Koumou. Up 
to that moment nothing had been known of the last 
defeat, and the fatal news fell on them like a thunder. 

Among the savages, sorrow is always manifested by 
physical signs *, the parents and friends of deceased 
warriors, the women especially, lacerated their faces and 
shoulders with sharpened shells. The blood spurted 
out and blended with their tears. Weep wounds denoted 
great despair. The unhappy Maories, bleeding and 
excited, were hideous to look upon. 

There was another serious clement in their grief. 
Not only had they lost the relative or friend they 
mourned, but his bones would Ik* missing in the family 
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mausoleum. In the Maori religion the possession of | 
these relies is regarded as indispensable to the destinies 
of the future life ; not the perishable flesh, but the bones ! 
which are collected with the greatest care, cleaned 
scraped, polished, even varnished, and then deposited in 
the “oudoupa,” that is the “ house of glory.” These* ^ 
tombs are adorned with wooden statues, representing 
with perfect exactness the tattoo of the deceased. But 
now, their tombs would be left empty, the religious I 
rites would be unsolemnized, and the bones that escaped i 
the teeth of the wild dog, would whiten without burial 
on the field of battle. 

Then the sorrowful chorus redoubled. The menaces ' 
of the women were intensified by the imprecations of ^ 
the men against the Europeans. Abusive epithets were , 
lavished, the accompanying gestures became more 
violent. The howl was about to end in brutal action. 

Kai-Koumoti, fearing that he might In* overpowered t 
by the fanatics of his tril>e, conducted his prisoners to a j 
Sacred place, on an abruptly raised plateau at the other j 
end of the pah. I bis hut rested against a mourn! 
elevated a hundred feet above it, which formed the 
steep outer buttress of the entrenchment. In this 
u Wareatoua,” sacred house, the priests or arikis 
taught the Maories about a Triune God, father, sen, # 
and bird, or spirit. The large, well constructed hut 
contained the sacred and choice food which Maotn- 
Ranga-Rangui eats by the mouths bf his priests. | 

In this place, and safe for the moment from the 1 
frenzied natives, the captives lay down on the flax mats. I 
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Lady Helena was quite exhausted, her moral energies 
prostrate, and she fell helpless into her husband's arms. 

Glenarvan pressed her to his bosom and said : — 

“ Courage, my dear Helena; Heaven will not for- 
sake us ! y> 

Robert was scarcely in when he jumped on Wilson's 
shoulders, and squeezed his head through a crevice left 
between the roof and the walls, from which chaplets of 
amulets were hung. From that elevation he could see 
the whole extent of the “ pah ” as far as Kai-Koumou’s 
house. 

“ They are $11 crowding round the chief,” said he 
so ftlv. “ They arc growing their arms about. . . 

They are howling Kai-Koumou is trying to 

speak.” 

Then he was silent for a few miflutes. 

i{ Kai-Koumou is speaking 'The savages are 

quieter They are listening ” 

“ Evidently, ” said the Major, u this chief 1ms a per- 
sonal interest in protecting us. He wants to exchange 
his prisoners for some chiefs of his tril>c ! But will his 
warriors consent ? ” 

“Yes! . . . They are listening. .... They have 

dispersed, some are gone into their huts. . . . The 

others have left the intrenehment.” 

* 

u Are you sure? ” said the Major. 

a Ycs, Mr. McNabhs,” replied Robert, t( Kai- 
houmou is left alone with the warriors of his canoe. . . . 
Oh ! one of them is coming up here. ...” 

' Come down, Robert,” said Glenarvan. 
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At this moment. Lady Helena who had risen, seized 
her husband’s arm. 

“ Edward/’ she said in a resolute tone, “ neither 
Mary Grant nor I must fall into the hands of these 
savages alive ! ” 

And so saving, she handed Glenarvan a loaded 
revolver. 

:t Fire-arm!” exclaimed Glenarvan with Hashing 
eyes. 

“ Yes ! the Maorics do not search their prisoners. 
But, Edward, this is for us, not for them.” 

Glenarvan slipped the revolver under his coat ; at 
the same moment the mat at the entrance was raised 
and a native entered. 

lie motioned to the prisoners to follow him 
Glenarvan and the* rest walked across the “ pah” and 
stopped before Kai-Koumou. He was surrounded hv 
the principal warriors of his tribe, and among them the 
Maori whose canoe joined that of Kai-Koumou at the 
confluence of Pohainhenna, on the Waikato. llew.i' 
a man about forty years of age, powerfully built, and of 
fierce and cruel aspect. His name was Kara-T»V, 
meaning “the irascible” in the native tongue. K.u- 
Koumou treated him with a certain tone of respect, and 
by the fineness of his tattoo it was easy to perceive that 
Kara-1 etc held a lofty position in the tribe, but a keen 
observer would have guessed the feeling of rivalry that 
existed between these two chiefs. The Major observed 
that the influence of Kara-Tefe gave umbrage to Kai- 
Koumou. They both ruled the Waikato tribes anJ 
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were equal in authority. During this interview Kai- 
Kouniou smiled, but his eyes betrayed a deep-seated 

enmity. 

Kai-Koumou interrogated GIcnarvan. 

“ You are English ? ” said he. 

“Yes,” replied Glanarvan, unhesitatingly, as his 
nationality would facilitate the exchange. 

« And vour companions ? ” said Kai-Koumou. 

“ My companions are English like myself. We 
arc shipwrecked travellers, but it may be important to 
state that we have taken no part in the war.” 

“That matters little!” was the brutal answer of 
Kara-Tcte. “ Every Englishman is an enemy. Your 
peojdt- invaded our island ! They robbed our fields ! 
tlk-v burnt our villages ! ” 

“ Tia-v were wrong !” said GIcnarvan, quietly. “ I 
sav so, because I think it, not because I am in your 

])Ott cr.” 

“Listen,” said Kai-Koumou, u the Tolumga, the 
euief ’priest of Noui-Atoua* has fallen into the hands 
of your brethren; he is a prisoner among tire Pakckas. 
Our deity has commanded us to ransom him. For my 
own part, I would rather have torn out vour heart, I 
would have stuck your head, and those of your com- 
panions, (m the posts of that palisade. But Noui-Atoua 
has spoken.” 

As he uttered these words, Kai-Koumou, who till 
nf,w bad been quite unmoved, trembled with rage, and 
bis features expressed intense ferocity. 

Ihc name of the New 7 « v a Urn! 
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Then after a few minutes 1 interval he proceeded 
more calmly. 

“Do you think the English would exchange you f, )r 
our Tohonga ? *' 

Glenarvan hesitated, all the while watching the 
Maori chief. 

“I do not know/’ said he, after a moment of silenu*. 

“Speak/* returned Kai-Koumou, u is your life worth 
that of our Tohonga ? ** ' 

u No/* replied (ilenarvan. “I am neither a chid 
nor a priest among inv own people ! ** 

Paganel, petrified at this reply, looked at Gleiurvan 
in amazement. Kai-Koumou appeared eipiallv asto- 
nished. 

“ \'oti doubt it then ? ’* said he. 

“I do not know/* replied (ilenarvan. 

“ Your [>cople will not aceept you as an exelunsv 
for Tohonga ? ” 

“ Me alone ? no/* repeated (ilenarvan. “ All of us 
perhaps they might/* 

“Our Maoii custom/’ replied Kai-Kounmu, “r 
head for head/* 

“Oiler fir^t these ladies in exchange for your priest/ 
said ( Ilenarvan, pointing to latdy Helena and 
Grant. 

Lady Helena was about, to interrupt him. But the 
Major held her beck. 

“These two ladies/* continued Clenarvan, buwinr 
respectfully toward* Lady Helena and Mary Grant; 
“ are persons of rank in their own country/* 
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The warrior gazed coldly at his prisoner. An evil 
smile relaxed his lips for a moment; then he con- 
trolled himself, and in a voice of ill-concealed auger— 

" Do you hope to deceive Kai-Koumoi, with lying 
words, accursed Pakcka ? Cannot the eyes of Kai- 
Koumou read hearts ? ” 

And pointing to Lady Helena — 

“That is your wife ! ” said he. 

“No! mine ! ” exclaimed Kara-Ten-. 

And then pushing his prisoners aside, he laid his 
; hand on the shoulder of Lady Helena, who turned pale 
at his touch. 

“ Ldward ! cried the unfortunate woman in terror. 

Gleuarvan, without a word, raised his arm, a shot ! 
and Kara- Tetd fell at his feet. 

The sound brought a crowd of natives to the spot. 
A hundred arms were ready, and Gleiiarvan’s revolver 
was snatched from him. 

Kai-Koumou glanced at Gleuarvan with a curious 
e. press'on ; then with one hand protecting Gleuarvan, 
with the other he waved oil the crowd who were rushing 
on the party. 

At last his voice was heard above the tumult. 

“Taboo ! Taboo ! ” he shouted. 

At that word the crowd stood still before Gienar- 
Van a,Ml . his companions, who for the time were pre- 
served by a supernatural inlhicnee. 

W V m ” U,tcs a ^ tcr » they were re-conductcd to 
arc-Atoua, which was their prison. But Robert 
Uant and Paganel were not with them. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE OBSEQUIES OF A MAORI CHIEF. 

Kai-Koumou, as frequently happens among the 
Maories, joined the title of ariki to that of tribal chief. 
He was invested with the dignity of priest, and, as suc h, 
he had power to throw over persons or things the 
superstitious protection of the “taboo.” 

The “taboo,” which is common to all the Polyne- 
sian races, has the primary effect of isolating the 
“ tabooed ” person and preventing the use of “ tabooed ” 
things. According to the Maori doctrine, any one who 
laid sacrilegious hands on what had been declared 
“ taboo,” would lx* punished with death by the insulted 
deity, and even if the god delayed the vindication of his 
power, the priests took care to accelerate his vengeance. 

By the chiefs, the " taboo ” is made a political 
engine, except in some eases, for domestic reasons. 
For instance, a native is tabooed for several days \'hen 
his hair is cut; when he is tattooed ; when he is budd- 
ing a canoe, or a house; when he is seriously ill, ami 
when he is dead. If excessive consumption threatens 
to exterminate the fish of a river, or ruin the early crop 
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0 f sweet potatoes, these things are put under the pro- 
tection of the taboo. If a chief wishes to clear his 
house of hangers-on, he taboos it ; if an English trader 
displeases him he is tabooed. His interdict has the 
effect of the old royal “ veto” 

If an object is tabooed no one can touch it w'ith 
impunity. When a native is under the interdict, cer» 
tain aliments are denied him for a prescribed period. 
If he is relieved, as regards the severe diet, his slaves 
feed him with the viands he is forbidden to touch with 
his hands ; if he is poor and has no slaves, he has to 
take up the food with his mouth like an animal. 

In short, the most trifling acts of the Maories are 
directed and modified by this singular custom, the deity 
is brought into constant contact with their daily life. 
The taboo has the same weight as a law, or rather, the 
code of the Maories ; indisputable and undisputed is 
comprised in the frequent applications of the taboo. 

As to the prisoners confined in the Warw-Atoua, it 
was an arbitrary taboo which had saved them from the 
fury of the tribe. Some of the natives, friends and 
partisans of Kai-Kotimou desisted at once on hearing 
their chiefs voice, and protected the captives from the 
rest. 

Glcnarvan cherished no illusive hopes as to his own 
fate ; nothing but his death could atone for the murder 
of a chief, and among these people death was only the 
concluding act of a martyrdom of torture. Glenarvaij^ 
therefore was fully prepared to pay the penalty of the 
righteous indignation that nerved his aim, but he hoped 
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that the wrath of Kai-Koumou would not extend beyond 
himself. 

What a night he and his companions passed ! 
Who could picture their agonies or measure their suffer- 
ings. Robert and Paganel had not been restored to 
them ; but their fate was no doubtful matter. They 
were too surely the first victims of the frenzied natives. 
Even McNabbs, who was always sanguine, had aban- 
doned hope. John Mangles was nearly frantic at the 
sight of Mary Grant's despair at being separated from 
her brother. Glenarvan pondered over the terrible 
request of Lady Helena, who preferred dying by his 
hand, to submitting to torture or slavery. How was 
he to summon the terrible courage ! 

"And Mary ? who has a right to strike her dead ? ” 
thought John, whose heart was broken. 

Escape was clearly impossible. Ten warriors armed 
to the teeth kept watch at the door of Ware-Atoua. 

The morning of Feburarv 13th arrived. No com- 
munication had taken place between the natives and the 
a tabooed ” prisoners. A limited supply of provisions 
was in the house, which the unhappy inmates scarcely 
touched. Misery deadened the pangs of hunger. The 
day passed without change and without hope ; the 
funeral ceremonies of the dead chief would doubtless be 
the signal for their execution. 

Although Glenervan did not conceal from himself 
the probability that Kai-Koumou had given up all idea 
of exchange, the Majo- still cherished a spark of hope. 

“ Who knows/' said he, as he reminded Glenarvan 
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of the effect produced on the chief by the death of Kara- 
Tet6, “ who knows but that Kai-Koumou, in his heart, 
is very much obliged to you ? " 

But even McNabbs' remarks failed to awaken hope 
in Glenarvan's mind. The next day passed without 
any appearance of preparation for their punishment ; and 
this was the reason of the delay. 

The Maories believe that for three days after death 
the soul inhabits the body, and therefore, for three times 
twenty-four hours, the corpse remains unburied. This 
custom was rigorously observed. Till February 15th 
the “ pah ” was deserted. 

John Mangles, hoisted on Wilson's shoulders, fre- 
quently reconnoitred the outer defences. Not a single 
native was visible; only the watchful sentinels relieving 
guard at the door of the Ware-Atoua. 

But on the third day the huts opened ; all the 
savages, men, women, and children, in all several hun- 
dred Maories, assembled in the “ pah," silent and calm. 

Kai-Koumou came out of his house, and surrounded 
by the principal chiefs of his tribe, he took his stand 
on a mound some feet above the level, in the centre of 
the enclosure. The crowd of natives formed in a half 
circle some distance off, in dead silence. 

At a sign from Kai-Koumou, a warrior bent his 
sjeps towards Ward-Atoua. 

“Remember,” said Lady Helena to her husband. 
Glenarvan pressed her to his heart, and Mary Grant 
went closer to John Mangles, and said hurriedly: — 

" Lord and Lady Qlenarvan cannot but think if a 



140 The Obsequies of a Maori ChieJ. 

wife may claim death at her husband’s hands to escape 
a shameful life, a betrothed wife may claim death at the 
hands of her betrothed husband, to escape the same 
fate. John ! at this last moment I ask you, have we 
not long been betrothed to each other in our secret 
hearts ? May I rely on you, as Lady Helena relics on 
Lord Glenarvan ? ” 

“ Mary !” cried the young captain in his despair! 
“ Ah ! dear Mary ” 

The mat was lifted, and the captives led to Kai- 
Koumou; the two women were resigned to their fate; 
the men dissembled their sufferings with superhuman 
effort. 

They arrived in presence of the Maori chief, who 
pronounced sentence without delay. 

“ You killed Kara-Tdte,” said he to Glenarvan. 

“ I did,” answered Glenarvan. 

“You die to-morrow at sunrise.” 

“Alone?” asked Glenarvan, with a beating heart. 

“Oh! if our Tohonga’s life was not more precious 
than yours! ” exclaimed Kai-Koumou, with a ferocious 
expression of regret ! 

At that moment there was a commotion among the 
natives. Glenarvan looked quickly round; the crowd 
made a way, and a warrior appeared heated by running, 
and sinking with fatigue. 

Kai-Koumou, as soon as he saw' him, said in 
English, evidently for the benefit of the captives. 

“ You come from the camp of the Pakekas? 

“ Yes,”, answered the Maori. 
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“ You have seen the prisoner, our Tohonga ? ” 

“ I have seen him.” 

“ Alive ?” 

“Dead ! The English have shot him.” 

It was all over with Glenarvan and his companions. 

“ All ! 99 cried Kai-Koumou ; “ you all die to-morrow 
at daybreak.” 

Punishment fell on all indiscriminately. Lady 
Helena and Mary Grant were grateful to Heaven for 
the boon. 

The captives were not taken back to Ware-Atoua. 
They were destined to attend the obsequies of the chief 
and the bloody rites that accompanied them. A guard 
of natives conducted them to the foot of an immense 
kauri, and then stood on guard without taking their 
eyes off the prisoners. 

The three prescribed days had elapsed since the 
death of Kara-Tete, and the soul of the dead warrior 
had finally departed ; so the ceremonies commenced. 

The body was laid on a small mound in the central 
enclosure. It was clothed in a rich dress, and wrapped 
in a magnificent flax mat. His head, adorned with 
feathers, encircled with a crowft of green leaves. His 
face, arms, and chest had been rubbed with oil, and did 
not show any sign of decay. 

The parents and friends arrived at the foot of the 
mound, and at a certain moment, as if the leader of an 
orchestra were leading a funeral chant, there arose a 
great wail of tears, sighs, ai>d sobs. They lamented the 
deceased with a plaintive rhythm and doleful cadence. 
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The kinsmen beat their heads ; the kinswomen tore 
their faces with their nails and lavished more blood 
than tears. But these demonstrations were not suffi- 
cient to propitiate the soul of the deceased, whose wrath 
might strike the survivors of his tribe j^nd his warriors, 
as they could not recall him to life, were anxious that 
he should have nothing to wish for in the other world. 
The wife of Kara-Tete was not to be parted from him; 
indeed, she would have refused to survive him. It was 
a custom, as well as a duty, and Maori history has 
no lack of such sacrifices. 

This woman came on the scene; she was still 
young. Her dishevelled hair flowed over her shoulders. 
Her sobs and cries filled the air. Incoherent words, 
regrets, broken phrases in which she extolled the 
virtues of the dead, alternated with her moans, and 
in a crowning paroxysm of sorrow, she threw her- 
self at the foot of the mound and beat her head on the 
earth. 

The Kai-Koumou drew near ; suddenly the wretched 
victim rose ; but a violent blow from a (< men',” a 
kind of club brandished by the chief, struck her to the 
ground ; she fell senseless. 

Horrible yells followed; a hundred arms threatened 
the terror-stricken captives. But no one moved, for 
the funeral ceremonies were not yet over. 

The wife of Kara-Tetd had joined her husband. 
The two bodies lay stretched side by side. But in the 
future life, even the presence of his faithful companion 
was not enough. Who would attend on them in the 
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realm of Noui-Atoua, if their slaves did not follow them 
into the other world. 

Six unfortunate fellows were brought to the mound. 
They were attendants whom the pitiless usages of war 
had reduced to slavery. During the chiefs lifetime 
they had borne the severest privations, and been sub- 
jected to all kinds of ill-usage ; they had been scantily 
fed, and incessantly occupied like beasts of burden, and 
now, according to Maori ideas, they were to resume to 
all eternity this life of bondage. 

These poor creatures appeared quite resigned to their 
destiny. They were not taken by surprise. Their un- 
bound hands showed that they met their fate without 
resistance. 

Their death was speedy and not aggravated by 
tedious suffering ; torture was reserved for the authors 
of the murder, who, only twenty paces off, averted their 
eyes from the horrible scene which was to grow yet 
more horrible. 

Six blows of the mere, delivered by the hand of six 
powerful warriors, felled the victims in the midst of a 
sea of blood. 

This was the signal for a fearful scene of cannibal- 
ism. The bodies of slaves are not protected by taboo 
like those of their masters. They belong to the tribe: 
they were a sort of small change thrown among the 
mourners, and the moment the sacrifice was over, the 
whole crowd, chiefs, warriors, old men, women, children, 
without distinction of age or sex, fell upon the sense- 
less remains with brutal appetite. Faster than a rapid 
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pen could describe it, the bodies, still reeking, were dis. 
membered, divided, cut up, not into morsels, but into 
crumbs. Of the two hundred Maories present, every 
one obtained a share. They fought, they struggled, 
they quarrelled over the smallest fragment. The drops 
of hot blood splashed over these festive monsters, and 
the whole of this detestable crew grovelled under a rain 
of blood. It was like the delirious fury of tigers fight- 
ing over their prey, or like a circus where the wild 
beasts devour the deer. This scene ended, a score of 
fires were lit at various points of the “ pah }> ; the smell 
of charred flesh polluted the air; and but for the fearful 
tumult of the festival, but for the cries that emanated 
from these flesh-sated throats, the captives might have 
heard the bones crunching under the teeth of the 
cannibals. 

Glenarvan and his companions, breathless with 
horror, tried to conceal this fearful scene from the eyes A 
of the two poor ladies. They understood then what 
fate awaited them next clay at dawn, and also with what 
cruel torture this death would be preceded. They were 
dumb with horror. 

The funeral dances commenced. Strong liquors 
distilled from the ft piper excclsum ” animated the in- 
toxication of the natives. They had nothing human 
left. It seemed possible that the “taboo” might be 
forgotten, and they might rush upon the prisoners who 
were already terrified at their delirious gestures. 

But Kai-Koumou had kept his own senses amidst 
the general delirium. He allowed an hour for this org»e 
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of blood to attain its maximum and then cease, and the 
final scene of the obsequies was performed with the 
accustomed ceremonial. 

The corpses of Kara-Tdte and his wife were 
raised, the limbs bent, and laid against the stomach 
according to the Maori usage ; then came the funeral, 
not the final interment, but a burial until the moment 
when the earth had destroyed the flesh and nothing 
remained but the skeleton. 

The place of “ oudoupa,” or the tomb, had been 
chosen outside the fortress, about two miles off, at the 
top of a low hill called Maunganamu, situated on the 
right bank of the lake, and to this spot the body was 
to be taken. Two palanquins of a very primitive kind, 
hand-barrows, in fact, were brought to the foot of the 
mound, and the corpses doubled up so that they were 
sitting rather than lying, and their garments kept in 
place by a band of lianes, were placed on them. Four 
warriors took up the litters on their shoulders, and the 
whole tribe, repeating their funeral chant, followed in 
procession to the place of sepulture. 

The captives, still strictly guarded, saw the tuncral 
cortege leave the inner enclosure of the “pah”; then 
the chants and cries grew fainter. For about half an 
hour the funeral procession remained out of sight, in 
the hollow valley, and then came in sight again wind- 
ln g up the mountain side; the distance gave a fantastic 
effect to the undulating movement of this long serpen- 
tine column. 

The tribe stopped at an elevation of about 800 feet, 
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on the summit of Maunganamu, where the burial place 
of Kara-T^t (5 had been prepared. An ordinary Maori 
would have had nothing but a hole and a heap of earth. 
But a powerful and formidable chief destined to speedy 
deification, was honoured with a tomb worthy of his 
exploits. 

The “ oudoupa ” had been fenced round, and posts, 
surmounted with faces painted in red ochre, stood near 
the grave where the bodies Were to lie. The relatives 
had not forgotten that the “ Waidoua,” the spirit of the 
dead, lives on mortal food, as the body did in this life. 
Therefore food was deposited in the enclosure as well as 
the arms and clothing of the deceased. Nothing was 
omitted for comfort. The husband and wife were laid 
side by side, then covered with earth and grass, after 
another series of laments. 

Then the procession wound slowly down the moun- 
tain, and henceforth none dare ascend the slope of 
Maunganamu on pain of death, for it was “tabooed,” 
like Tongariro, where lie the ashes of a chief killed by 
an earthquake in 1846. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE LAST HOURS. 

Just as the sun was sinking beyond Lake Taupo, 
behind the peaks of Tuhahua and Puketapu, the captives 
v ere conducted back to their prison. They were not 
to leave it again till the tops of the Wahiti Ranges 
were lit with the first fires of day. 

They had one night in which to prepare for death. 
Overcome as they were with horror and fatigue, they 
took their last ineal together. 

“ We shall need all our strength,” Glenarvan had 
said, “to look death in the face. We must show these 
savages how Europeans can die.” 

The meal ended, Lady Helena repeated the evening 
prayer aloud, her companions, bare-headed, repeated it 
after her. Who does not turn his thoughts towards 
God in the hour of death ? This done, the prisoners 
embraced each other. Mary Grant and Helena, in a 
corner of the hut, lay down on a mat. Sleep, which 
keeps all sorrow in abeyance, soon weighed down their 
eyelids; they slept in each other's arms, overcome 
by exhaustion and prolonged w atching. 
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Then Glenarvan taking his friends aside said : — 
“My dear friends, our lives and the lives of these 
poor women are in God's hands. If it is decreed that 
we die to-morrow, let us die bravely, like Christian men, 
ready to appear without terror, before the Supreme 
Judge. God, who reads our hearts, knows that we had 
a noble end in view. If death awaits us instead of 
success, it is by His will. Stern as the decree mav 
seem, I will not repine. But death here, means not 
death only, it means torture, insult, perhaps, and here 
arc two ladies " 

Glenarvan's voice, firm till now, faltered. lie was 
silent a moment, and having overcome his emotion, he 
said, addressing the young captain, 

“John, you have promised Mary what I promised 
Lady Helena. What is your plan ?" 

“ I believe/' said John, “ that in the sight of God 
I have a right to fulfil that promise." 

“ Yes, John ; but we are unarmed." 

“No!" replied John, showing him a dagger. “I 
snatched it from Kara-Tdte when he fell at your feet. 
My Lord, whichever of us survives the other will fulfil 
the wish of Lady Helena and Mary Grant." 

After these words were said, a profound silence 
ensued. At last the Major said ; — 

“My friends, keep that to the last moment. I am 
not an advocate of irremediable measures." 

“ I did not speak for ourselves," said Glenarvan. 

“ Be it as it nitty, we can face death 1 f fad we been 
alone, I should erenow have cried, *My friends, let us 
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make an effort. Let us attack these wretches ! , But 
with these poor girls ” 

At this moment, John raised the mat, and counted 
twenty -five natives keeping guard on the Ware-Atoua. 
A great fire had been lighted and its lurid glow threw 
into strong relief the irregular outlines of the “ pah.” 
Some of the savages were sitting round the brazier; 
the others standing motionless, their black outlines 
relieved against the clear background of flame. But 
they all kept watchful guard on the hut confided to their 
care. 

It has been said that between a vigilant gaoler and 
a prisoner who wishes to escape, the chances are in 
favour of the prisoner ; the fact is, the interest of the 
one is keener than that of the other. The gaoler may 
forget that he is on guard, the prisoner never forgets 
that he is guarded. The captive thinks oftener of 
escaping than the gaoler of preventing his flight, and 
hence we hear of frequent and wonderful escapes. 

But in the present instance, hatred and revenge 
were the gaolers, not an indifferent warder; the 
prisoners were not bound, but it was because bonds 
were useless, when five-and-twenty men were watch- 
ing the only egress from the Ware-Atoua. 

This house, with its back to the rock which closed 
the fortress, was only accessible by a long, narrow pro- 
montory which joined it in front to the plateau on 
which the u pah” was erected. On its two other sides 
rose pointed rocks, which jutted out over an abyss a 
hundred feet deep. On that side descent was impos- 
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sible, and had it been possible, the bottom was shut in 
by the enormous rock. The only outlet was the regular 
door of the Ware-Atoua, and the Maories guarded 
the promontory which united it to the “pah” like a 
drawbridge. All escape was thus hopeless, and Glenar- 
van having tried the walls for the twentieth time was 
compelled to acknowledge that it was so. 

The hours of this night, wretched as they were, 
slipped away. Thick darkness had settled on the 
mountain. Neither moon nor stars pierced the gloom. 
Some gusts of wind whistled by the sides of the “pah,” 
and the posts of the house creaked ; the lire outside 
revived with the puffs of wind, and the flames sent fit- 
ful gleams into the interior of Ware-Atoua. The 
group of prisoners was lit up for a moment ; they were 
absorbed in their last thoughts, and a deathlike silence 
reigned in the hut. 

It might have been about four o'clock in the morn- 
ing when the Major's attention was called to a slight 
noise w hich seemed to come from the foundation of the 
posts in the wall of the hut which abutted on the rock. 
McNabbs was at first indifferent, but finding the noise 
continue, he listened ; then his curiosity was aroused, 
and he put his ear to the ground ; it sounded as if some 
one was scraping or hollowing out the ground outside. 

As soon as he was sure of it, he crept over to 
Glenarvan and John Mangles, and startling them from 
their melancholy thoughts, led them to the end of the 
hut. * 

“ Listen/' said he, motioning them to stoop. 
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The scratching became more and more audible ; 
they could hear the little stones grate on a hard body 
and roll away. 

“ Some animal in his burrow,” said John Mangles. 

Glcnarvan struck his forehead. 

“ Who knows,” said he, “ it might be a man ? ” 
Animal or man,” answered the Major, “I will 
soon find out ! ” 

Wilson and Olbinctt joined their companions, and 
all united to dig through the wall — John with his dagger, 
the others with stones taken from the ground, or with 
their nails, while Mulrady stretched along the ground 
watched the native guard through a crevice of the 
matting. 

These savages sitting motionless around the fire 
suspected nothing of w hat w as going on twenty feet off. 

The soil was light and friable, and below' lay a bed 
of silieious tufa, therefore, even without tools, the 
aperture deepened quickly. It soon became evident 
that a man, or men, clinging to the sides of the “ pah,” 
were cutting a passage into its exterior wall. What 
could he the object ? Did they know of the existence of 
the prisoners, or was it some private enterprise that led 
to the undertaking ? 

The prisoners redoubled their efforts. Their fingers 
bled, but still they worked on, after half an hour they 
f gone three feet deep ; they perceived by the 
increased sharpness of the sounds that only a thin layer 
of earth prevented immediate communication. 

Some minutes more passed, and the Major with- 
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drew his hand from the stroke of a sharp blade. He 
suppressed a cry. 

John Mangles inserting the blade of his poniard, 
avoided the knife which now protruded above the soil, 
but seized the hand that wielded it. 

It was the hand of a woman or child, a European ! 
On neither side had a word been uttered. It was evi- 
dently the cue of both sides to be silent. 

" Is it Robert ? ” whispered Glenarvan. 

But, softly as the name was breathed, Mary Grant 
already awakened by the sounds in the hut, slipped over 
towards Glenarvan, and seizing the hand, all stained 
with earth, she covered it with kisses. 

“ My darling Robert,” said she, never doubting, “ it 
is you ! it is you ! ” 

"Yes, little sister,” said he, “ it is I. I am here to 
save you all ; but be very silent.” 

" Brave lad ! ” repeated Glenarvan. 

“ Watch the savages outside,” said Robert. 

Mulrady whose attention was distracted for a 
moment by the appearance of the boy, resumed his 
post. 

“ It is all right,” said he. " There are only four 
awake ; the rest are asleep.” 

A minute after, the hole was enlarged and Robert 
passed from the arms of his sister to those of Lady 
Helena. Round his body was rolled a long coil of flax 
rope. 

"My child, piy child,” murmured Lady Helena, 
"the savages did not kill you !” 
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“ No Madame,” said he ; "I do not know how it 
happened, but in the scuffle I got away ; I jumped the 
barrier; for two days I hid in the bushes, to try and 
see you; while the tribe were busy with the chiefs 
funeral. I came and reconnoitred this side of the 
pah, and I saw that I could get to you. I stole this 
knife and rope out of a deserted hut. The tufts of 
bush and the branches made me a ladder, and I found 
a kind of grotto already hollowed out in the rock under 
this hut; I only had to bore some feet in soft earth, 
and here I am.” 

Twenty noiseless kisses were his reward. 

“Let us be off! ” said lie, in a decided tone, 
is Paganel below ? ” asked Glenarvan. 

“ Monsieur Paganel ? ” replied the boy, amazed at 
the question. 

“ Yes, is he waiting for us ? ” 

“No, my Lord; but is he not here?” inquired 
Robert. 

“No, Robert! ” answered Mary Grant. 

“ What! have you not seen him ? ” asked Glenarvan. 
“ Did you lose each other in the confusion ? Did you 
not get away together ? ” 

“No, my Lord ! ” said Robert, taken aback by the 
disappearance of his friend Paganel. 

^ "Well, lose no more time,” said the Major. 

Wherever Paganel is, he cannot be in worse plight than 
ourselves. Let us go.” 

Truly, the moments were precious. They had to 
%• The escape was not very, difficult, except the 
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twenty feet of perpendicular fall outside the grotto. 
After that the slope was practicable to the foot of the 
mountain. From this point the prisoners could soon 
gain the lower valleys; while the Maories, jf they per. 
ceived the flight of their prisoners, would have to make 
a long round to catch them, being unaware of the 
gallery between the Ware-Atoua and the outer rock. 

The escape was commenced, and every precaution 
was taken. The captives passed one by one through the 
narrow passage into the grotto. John Mangles before 
leaving the hut disposed of all the evidences of their 
work, and in his turn slipped through the opening and 
let down over it the mats of the house, so that the 
entrance to the gallery was quite concealed. 

The next thing was to descend the vertical wall to 
the slope below, and this would have been impracticably 
but that Robert had brought the flax rope, which was 
now unrolled and fixed to a projecting point of rock, t lie 
end hanging over. 

John Mangles, before his friends trusted themselves 
to this flax rope, tried it ; he did not think it very 
strong; and it was of importance not to risk them- 
selves imprudently, as a fall would be fatal. 

“This rope,” said he, "will only bear the weight of 
two persons; therefore let us go in rotation, Lord and 
Lady Glenarvan first; when they arrive at the bottom, 
three pulls at the rope will be a signal to us to follow.’ 

“ I will go first,” said Robert. “ I discovered a deep 
hollow at the foot of the slope where those who come 
down ran conceal themselves and wait for the rest.” 
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“Go, my boy,” said Glcnarvan, pressing Roberts 

hand. 

Robert disappeared through the opening out of the 
trrotto. A minute after, the three pulls at the cord 
informed them that the boy had alighted safely. 

Glcnarvan and Lady Helena immediately ventured 
ou t of the grotto. The darkness was still very great, 
though some greyish streaks were already visible on the 
eastern summits. 

The biting cold of the morning revived the poor 
voung lady. She felt stronger and commenced her 
perilous descent. 

Glcnarvan lirst, then Lady Helena let themselves 
down along the rope, till they came to the spot where 
the perpendicular wall met the top of the slope. Then 
Glcnarvan going first and supporting his wife, began to 
descend backwards. 

He felt for the tufts of grass and shrubs able to 
afford a foothold; tried them, and then placed Lady 
Helena’s foot on them. Some birds, suddenly awakened 
flew away, uttering feeble cries, and the fugitives 
trembled when a stone loosened from its bed rolled to 
the foot of the mountain. 

They had reached half-wav down the slope, when a 
voice was heard from the opening of the grotto. 

“*Stop ! ” whispered John Mangles. 

Glcnarvan, holding with one hand to a tuft of tetra- 
gonia, with the other holding his wife, waited with 
breathless anxiety. 

Wilson had had an alarm. Having heard some 
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unusual noise outside the Wartf-Atoua, he went back 
into the hut and watched the Maorics from behind the 
mat. At a sign from him, John stopped Glenarvan. 

One of the warriors on guard, startled by an unusual 
sound, rose and drew nearer to the Ware-Atoua. He 
stood still about two paces from the hut and listened 
with his head bent forward. lie remained in that 
attitude for a minute that seemed an hour, his ear intent, 
his eye peering into the darkness. Then shaking his 
head like one who sees he is mistaken, he went back to 
his companions, took an armful of dead wood, and 
threw it into the smouldering fire, which immcdiatclv 
revived. His face was lighted up by the flame, and 
was free from any look of doubt, and after havinir 
glanced to where the first light of dawn whitened the 
eastern sky, stretched himself near the fire to warm his 
stiffened limbs. 

u All's well ! ” whispered Wilson. 

John signalled to Glenarvan to resume his descent. 

Glenarvan let himstlf gently down the slope; soon 
Ladv Helena and he landed on the narrow track where 
Robert waited for them. 

The rope was shaken three times, and in his turn, 
John Mangles, preceding Mary Grant, followed in the 
dangerous route. 

lie arrived safely; he rejoined Lord arid Ladv 
Glenarvan in the hollow mentioned by Robert. 

Five minutes after, all the fugitives had safely 
escaped from the Ware-Atoua, left their retreat, and 
keeping away from the inhabited shores of the lakes, 
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they plunged bv narrow paths into the recesses of the 
mountains. 

They walked quickly, trying to avoid the points 
where they might be seen from the pah. They were 
quite silent, and glided among the bushes like shadows. 
Whither? Where chance led them, but at any rate 
they were free. 

Towards five o’clock, the day began to dawn, bluish 
clouds marbled the upper stratum of clouds. The misty 
summits began to pierce the morning mists. The orb 
of day was soon to appear, and instead of giving the 
qrual for their execution, would, on the contrary, 
announce their flight. 

It was of vital importance that before the decisive 
moment arrived, they should put themselves beyond the 
reach of the savages, so as to put them off* their track, 
hut their progress was slow, for the paths were steep. 
Lady Gleuarvan climbed the slopes supported, not to say 
carried, by Glenarvan, and Mary Grant leaned on the 
ami of John "Mangles; Robert, radiant with joy, 
triumphant at his success, led the march, and the two 
sailors brought up the rear. 

Another half an hour and the glorious sun would rise 
°ut of the mists of the horizon. For half an hour the 
Ingiti ves walked on as chance led them Paganel was not 
dtere take the lead. He was now the object of their 
anxiety, and whose absence was a black shadow between 
^ C1T1 ail d their happiness. But thev bore steadily east- 
Vud, as much as possible, and faced the gorgeous 
Corning light. Soon they bad reached a height of 500 
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feet above Lake Taupo, and the cold of the morning, 
increased by the altitude, was very keen. Dim outlines 
of hills and mountains rose behind one another; but 
Glenarvan only thought how best to get lost among 
them ; time enough by and by to see about escaping 
from the labyrinth. 

At last the sun appeared and sent his first rays on 
their path. 

Suddenly a terrific yell, from a hundred throats rent 
the air. It came from the pah, whose directon Glenar- 
vau did not know. Besides, a thick veil of fog spread 
at his feet prevented any distinct view of the valleys 
below. 

But the fugitives could not doubt that their escapv 
had been discovered, and now the question was, would 
they be able to elude pursuit? Had they been seen: 
Would not their track betray them ? 

At this moment, the fog in the valley lifted, and 
enveloped them for a moment in a damp mist, and at 
three hundred feet below they perceived the swarming 
mass of frantic natives. 

While they looked, thev were seen. Renewed 
howls broke forth, mingled with the barking of dogs, 
and the whole tribe after vainly trying to scale the roik 
of Ware- Atoua, rushed out of the pah, and hastened 
by the shortest paths in pursuit of the prisoners who 
were flying from their vengeance. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE TABOOED MOUNTAIN. 

The summit of the mountain was still a hundred feet 
above them. The fugitives were anxious to reach it 
that they might continue their flight on the eastern 
slope out of the view of their pursuers. They hoped 
then to find some practicable ridge that would allow of 
a passage to the neighbouring peaks that were thrown 
together in an orographic maze to which poor PaganePs 
genius would doubtless have found the clue. 

They hastened up the slope spurred on by the loud 
cries that drew nearer and nearer. The avenging crowd 
had already reached the foot of the mountain. 

“ Courage! my friends, cried Glenarvan, urging 
his companions by voice and look. 

in less than five minutes they were at the top of the 
mountain; and then they turned to judge of their posi- 
tion/ and decide on a route that would battle their 
pursuers. 

from their elevated position they could see over 
Uke Taupo, which stretched towards the west, in its 
setting of picturesque mountains* On the north, the 
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peaks of Pirongia ; on the south, the burning crater of 
Tongariro. But eastward, nothing but the rocky barrier 
of peaks and ridges that form the Wahiti Ranges, the 
great chain whose unbroken links stretch from the East 
Cape to Cook’s Straits. They had no alternative but to 
descend the opposite slope and enter the narrow gorges, 
uncertain whether any outlet existed. 

Glenarvan could not prolong the halt for a moment. 
Wearied as they might be, they must fly or be dis- 
covered. 

“ Let us go down ! ” cried he, “ before our passage 
is cut off/* 

Butjustasthe ladies had risen with a despairing 
effort, jVIcNabbs stopped them and said : — 

“Glenarvan! it is useless. Look.” 

And then they all perceived the inexplicable change 
that had taken place in the movements of the Mao r its. 

Their pursuit had suddenly stopped. The ascent of 
the mountain had ceased by an imperious command 
The natives had paused in their career, and surged iike 
the sea waves against an opposing rock. All the 
crowd, thirsting for blood, stood at the foot of the 
mountain, yelling, and gesticulating, brandishing guns 
and hatchets, but not advancing a foot. Their dogs, 
rooted to the spot, like themselves, barked with rage. 

What stayed them ? What occult power controlled 
these savages ? The fugitives looked without under- 
standing, fearing lest the charm that enchained Kai- 
Kouttimt’s tribe should be broken. 

-/Suddenly John Mangles uttered an exclamation 
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which attracted the attention of his companions. He 
pointed to a little enclosure on the summit of the cone. 

“ The tomb of Kara-Tete/’ said Robert. 

“ Are you sure, Robert ? ,J sai^ Glenarvan. 

“ Yes, my Lord, it is the tombjjP^f recognize it. . . ” 

Robert was right ; fifty feet above, at the extreme 
peak of the mountain, freshly painted posts formed a 
small palisaded enclosure, and Glenarvan, too, was con- 
vinced that it was the chiefs burial place; ^jjghe chances 
of their flight had led them to the crest of Maunga- 
namu. 

Glenarvan, followed by the rest, climbed to the foot of 
the tomb. A large opening, covered with mats, led into 
it. Glenarvan was about to invade the sanctity of the 
“Oudoupa ” when lie reeled backwards. 

“ A savage ! ” said he, 

“ In the tomb ! ” inquired the Major. 

“ Yes, McNabbs ” 

“ No matter; co in.” 

Glenarvan, the Major, Robert, and John Mangles 
entered. There sat a Maori, wrapped in a large flax 
mat; the darkness of the “Oudoupa” prevented them 
from distinguishing his features. He was very quiet, 
and was eating, his breakfast quite coolly. 

Glenarvan was about to speak to him, when the 
native* forestalled him by saying gaily, and in good 
English : — 

" Sit down, my Lord, breakfast is ready.” 

It was Paganel. At the sound of his voice, they all 
rushed into the “ Oudoupa,” and h*e was cordially 
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embraced all round. Paganel was found again. He 
was their salvation ! They wanted to question him ; 
to know how and why he was here on the summit of 
Maiinganamu ; but Glenarvan stopped this misplaced 
curiosity. 

“ The savages ! ** said he. 

“The savages/* said Paganel, shrugging hi 5 
shoulders. “I have a contempt for those people! 
Come and look at them ! ** 

They all followed Paganel out of the “ Oudoupa/ 
The Maorics were still in the same position round the 
base of the mountain uttering fearful cries. 

“ Shout ! yell ! till your lungs are gone, stupid 
wretches ! ** said Paganel. “ I dare you to come 
here!” 

“ But why ? ’* said Glenarvan. 

“ Because the chief is buried here, and the tomb 
protects us, because the mountain is tabooed/* 

“Tabooed?*’ 

“ Yes, my friends ! and that is why I took refuge 
here, as the malefactors used to ilce to the sanctuaries 
in the middle ages/* 

“God be praised!** said Lady Helena, lifting her 
hands to heaven. 

The fugitives were not yet out of danger, but they 
had a moment's respite, which was very welcome in 
their exhausted state. 

Glenarvan was too much overcome to speak, and 
the Major nodded his head with an air of perfect 
content* 
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" And now, my friends,” said Paganel, if these 
brutes think to exercise their patience on us, they are 
mistaken. In two days we shall be out of their reach” 

(i By flight ! ” said Glenarvan. “ But how ? ” 

“That I do not know,” answered Paganel, “ but we 
shall manage it.” 

And now everybody wanted to know about their 
friend's adventures. They were puzzled by the reserve 
of a man generally so talkative; on this occasion they 
had to drag the words out of his mouth ; usually he 
was a ready story-teller, now he gave only evasive 
answers to the questions of the rest. 

“ Paganel is another man ! ” thought McNabbs. 

Ilis face was really altered. He wrapped himself 
closely in his great flax mat and seemed to deprecate 
observation. Every one noticed his embarrassment 
when he was the subject of conversation, though nobody 
appeared to remark it ; when other topics were under 
discussion, Paganel resumed his usual gaiety. 

Of his adventures, all that could be extracted from 
him at this time was as follows : — 

After the murder of Kara-Tete, Paganel took advan- 
tage, like Robert, of the commotion among the natives, 
and got out of the enclosure. But less fortunate than 
young Grant, he walked straight into a Maori camp, 
where lie met a tall, intelligent-looking chief, evidently 
of higher rank than all the warriors of his tribe. This 
chief spoke excellent English, and saluted the new 
comer by rubbing the end of his nose against the 
end of the geographer's nose. 
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Paganel wondered whether he was to consider him- 
self a prisoner or not But perceiving that he could 
not stir without the polite escort of the chief, he soon 
made up his mind on that point. 

This chief, Hihi, or Sunbeam, was not a bad 
fellow. PaganePs spectacles and telescope seemed 
to give him a great idea of PaganePs importance 
and he manifested great attachment to him, not 
only by kindness, but by a strong flax rope, especially 
at night. 

This lasted for three days ; to the inquiry whether 
he was well treated, he said t( Yes and no ! ” without 
further answer; he was a prisoner, and except that he 
expected immediate execution, his state seemed to him 
no better than that in which he had left his unfortuim 
friends. 

One night, however, he managed to break his rope 
an<J escape. He had seen from afar the burial of the 
chief, and knew that he was buried on the top of Maim* 
ganamu, and he was well acquainted with the fact that 
the mountain would be therefore tabooed. He resolved 
to take refuge there, being unwilling to leave the region 
where his companions were in durance. He succeeded 
in his dangerous attempt, and had arrived the previous 
night at the tomb of Kara-Tet<S, and there proposed to 
recruit his strength w hile he waited in the hope that 
his friends might, by Divine mercy, find the means of 
escape. 

Su^h was PaganePs story. Did he designedly con- 
ceal t&xnc incident of his captivity ? More than once 
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his embarrassment led them to that conclusion. But 
however that might be, he was heartily congratulated 
on all sides. And then the present emergency came 
on for serious discussion. The natives dare not climb 
Maunganamu, but they, of course, calculated that 
hunger and thirst would restore them their prey. It 
was only a question of time, and patience is one of the 
virtues of all savages. Glenarvan was fully alive to the 
difficulty, but made up his mind to watch for an oppor- 
tunity, or make one. f irst of all he made a thorough 
survey of Maunganamu, their present fortress ; not for 
the purpose of defence, hut of escape. The Major, 
John, Robert, Paganel and himself made an exact map 
of the mountain. They noted the direction, outlet, and 
inclination of thfc paths. The ridge, a mile in length, 
which united Maunganamu to the Wahiti chain had a 
downward inclination. Its slope, narrow and jagged 
though it was, appeared the only practicable route, if 
they made good their escape at all. If they could do 
this without observation, under cover of the night, they 
might possibly reach the deep valleys of the Range and 
put the Maorics off the scent. 

But there were dangers in this route ; the last part 
of it was within pistol shot of natives posted on the lower 
slopes. Already when they ventured on the exposed 
part of the crest, they were saluted with a hail of shot 
| which did not reach them. Some gun wads, carried by 
| die wind, fell beside them ; they were made of printed 
I paper, w hich Paganel picked up out of curiosity, and 
| vvith some trouble deciphered. 
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“ That is a good idea ! My friends, do you know 
what those creatures use for wads ? ” 

“ No, 1’aganel ! ” said Glenarvan. 
u Pages of the Bible ! If that is the use they make 
of the Holy Book, I pity the missionaries I It will be 
rather difficult to establish a Maori library.” 

“ And what text of scripture did they aim at us ? 
“A message from God himself,” exclaimed John 
Mangles, who was in the act of reading the scorched 
framentof paper. “ It bids us hope in Him,” added the 
young captain, firm in the faith of his Scotch convic- 
tions. 

“ Read it, John ! ” said Glenarvan, 

And John read what the powder had left visible 
u l will deliver him, for he hath trusted in me.” 

“ My friends,” said Glenarvan, “ we must carry 
these words of hope to our dear, brave ladies. The 
sound will bring comfort to their hearts.” 

Glenarvan and his companions hastened up the steep 
path to the cone, and went towards the tomb. 
they climbed they were astonished to perceive every few 
moments a kind of vibration in the soil. It was not a 
movement like earthquake, but that peculiar tremor 
that affects thp metal of a boiler under high 
pressure. It was clear the mountain was the outer 
covering of a body of vapour, the product of subter- 
ranean fires. 

This phenomenon of course excited no surprise m 
those fgho had just travelled among the hot springs of 
the #iikato. They knew that the central region of 
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Ika-na-Mani is essentially volcanic. It is a sieve, 
whose interstices furnish a passage for the earth’s 
vapours in the shape of boiling geysers and solfataras. 

Paganel who had already noticed this, called the 
attention of his friends to the volcanic nature of the 
mountain. The peak of Maunganamu was only one of 
the many cones which bristle on this part of the island. 

It was a volcano of the future. A slight mechanical 
change would produce a crater of eruption in these 
slopes, which consisted merely of whitish silicious tufa. 

“That may be so,” said Glenarvan, “but we are in 
no more danger here than standing by the boiler of the 
Duncan ; this solid crust is like sheet iron.” 

“I agree with you,” added the Major, a but how- 
ever good a boiler may be, it bursts at last after too 
lung service.” 

“ McNabbs,” said Paganel, “ I have no fancy for 
staving on the cone. When Providence points out a 
way, 1 will go at once.” 

“I wish,” remarked John, “that Maunganamu 
could carry' us himself, with all the motive power that 
lie has inside. It is too bad that millions of horse 
power should lie under our feet unavailable for our needs. 
Our Duncan would carry us to the end of the world 
with the thousandth part of it.” 

The recollections of the Duncan evoked by John 
Mangles, towards Glenarvan’s thoughts into their 
saddest channel ; for desperate as his own case was, 

' lc forgot it, in vain 1 egret at the fate of his 

crew. 
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His mind still dwelt on it, when he reached the 
summit of Maunganamu, and met his companions in 
misfortune. 

Lady Helena, when she saw Glenarvan, came for- 
ward to meet him. 

“ Dear Edward,” said she, “ you have made up your 
mind ? Are we to hope or fear?” 

“ Hope, my clear Helena,” replied Glenarwm. 
“ The natives will never set foot on the mountain, and 
we shall have time to devise a plan of escape.” 

“ More than that. Madam, God himself has en- 
couraged us to hope.” 

And so saying, John Mangles handed to Lady 
Helena the fragment of paper on which was legible the 
sacred words; and these young women, whose rrustimr 
hearts were always open to observe Providential inter- 
positions, read in these words an indisputable siirn <>/ 
salvation. 

“And now let us go to the r Oudoupa M ” 
Paganel, in his gayest mood. “It is our castle, our 
dining-room, our study! None can meddle with 
there! jLulics ! allow me to do the honours of dii- 
charming abode.” 

Thev followed Paganel, and when the savages saw 
them profaning anew the tabooed burial-place, they 
renewed their fire and their fearful veils, the one as I hM 
as the other* But fortunately the balls fell short <>( nr 
friends, though the cries reached them. 

Lady Helena, Mary Grant, and their companions 

quite relieved to find that the Maorics were more 
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dominated by superstition than by anger, entered the 
monument. 

It was a palisade made of red-painted posts. Sym- 
bolic figures, tatooted on the wood, set forth the rank 
and achievements of the deceased. Strings of amulets, 
made of shells or cut stones, hung from one part to 
another. In the interior, the ground was carpeted with 
<rreen leaves, and in the middle, a slight mound be- 
tokened the place of the newly-made grave. There lay 
tiie chiePs weapons, his guns loaded and capped, his 
spear, his splendid axe of green jade, with a supply of 
powder and ball for the happy hunting grounds. 

“ Ouite an arsenal ! ” said Paganel, “ of which we 
shall make a' better use. What ideas they have ! 
Fancy carrying arms into the other world ! ” 

u Well ! n said the Major, “ but these are Knglish 
fire-arms. ” 

“No doubt/’ replied Cilenarvan, “and it is a very 
unwise practice to give fire-arms to savages! Thcv 
turn them against the invaders, naturally enough. But 
at any rate, they will he very valuable to us/' 

“Yes,” said Pagunel, “ lint what is more useful still 
is the food and water provided for Kara-Tetc.” 

Things had been handsomely done for the deceased 
chief; the amount of provisions denoted their esteem 
l (,r the departed. There Nvas food enough to sustain 
ten persons for fifteen days, or the dead man for ever, 

I he vegetable aliments consisted of edible ferns, 
SWcct potatoes, the “convolvulus batatas,” which was 
wdigenous, and the potato which had been imported 
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long before by the Europeans. Large jars contained 
pure water, and a dozen baskets artistically plaited con- 
tained tablets of an unknown green gum. 

The fugitives were therefore provided for some davs 
against hunger and thirst, and they needed no persuasion 
to begin their attack on the deceased chiefs stores. 
Glenarvan brought out the necessary quantity and put 
them into Oibinett’s hands. The steward, who never 
could forget his routine ideas, even in the most excep- 
tional circumstances, thought the meal a slender one. 
He did not know how to prepare the roots, and, besides, 
had no fire. 

But Paganel soon solved that difficulty by recom- 
mending him to bury his fern roots and sweet potatoes 
in the soil. The temperature of the surface stratum 
was very high, and a thermometer plunged into the soil 
would have marked from 160° to 170°; in fact, Olbi- 
nett narrowly missed being scalded, for just as he had 
scooped a hole for the roots, a jet of vapour sprang up 
and with a whistling sound rose six feet above the 
ground. 

The steward fell back in terror. 

u Shut off steam ! f * cried the Major, running to 
dose the hole with loose drift, while Paganel pondering 
on the singular phenomenon ymittcrcd to himself:— 

“ Let me see ! ha ! ha ! Why not ? ” 

“ Arc you hurt ? 99 inquired McNabbs of Olbinctt. 

“No, Major/* said the steward, “but I did not 
expect . -r. 

u That Providence would send you fire/ 1 interrupts 
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Pagancl in a jovial tone. “ First the larder of Kara- 
T6t6 and then fire out of the ground ! Upon my word, 
this mountain is a paradise ! I propose that we found 
a colony, and cultivate the soil and settle here for life! 
We shall be the Robinsons of Maunganamu. We 
should want for nothing/* 

“ If it is solid ground/* said John Mangles. 

“ Well ! it is not a thing of yesterday/* said Pagancl. 
«It has stood against the internal fire for many a day, 
and will do so till we leave it, at any rate. 

“ Breakfast is ready/* announced Olbinctt with as 
much dignity as if he was in Malcolm Castle. 

Without delay, the fugitives sat down near the pali- 
sade, and began one of the many meals with which 
Providence had supplied them in critical circumstances. 
Nobody was inclined to be fastidious, but opinions were 
divided as regarded the edible fern. Some thought 
the flavour sweet and agreeable, others pronounced 
it leathery, insipid, and resembling the taste of gum. 
The sweet potatoes, cooked in the burning soil, were 
excellent. The geographer remarked that Kara-Tet6 
was not badly off. 

And now that their hunger was appeased, it was 
time to decide on their plan of escape. 

V So soon ! ** exclaimed Pagancl in a piteous tone. 
(% Would you quit the hoifle of delight so soon ? ** 

“ But, Monsieur Pagancl/* interposed Lady Helena, 
tr if this be Capua, you do not intend to imitate Hannibal!” 

" Madame, I dare not contradict you, and if diseus- 
s * on is the order of the day, let it proceed/* 
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“First/* said Glenarvan, “I think we ought to 
Start before we are driven to it by hunger. We are 
revived now, and ought to take advantage of it. To- 
night we will try to reach the eastern valleys by crossing 
the cordon of natives under cover of the darkness/ 1 

“Excellent/* answered Pagan el, “if the Maories 
allow us to pass/* 

“And if not?” asked John Mangles. 

“Then we will use our great resources/* said 
Paganel. 

“But have we great resources?** imjuired the 
Major. 

“More than we can use! ** replied Paganel, without 
any further explanation. 

And then they waited for the night. 

The natives had not stirred. Their numbers seemed 
even greater, perhaps owing to the influx of the 
stragglers of the tribe. Fires lighted at intervals formed 
a girdle of flame round the base of the mountain, no 
that when darkness fell, Maunganamu appeared to rise 
out of a great brasier, and to hide its head in the thick 
darkness. Five hundred feet below they could hear the 
hum and the cries of the enemy's camp. 

At nine o'clock the darkness being very intense. 
Glcnarvan and John Mangles went out to reconnoitre 
before embarking the whole* party on this critical 
journey. They made the descent noiselessly, and after 
about ten minute** arrived on the narrow ridge that 
crossed thg native lints, fifty feet above the camp. 

All went well so far. The Maories stretched beside 
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the fires, did not appear to observe the two fugitives 
But in an instant a double fusillade burst forth from 
both sides of the ridge. 

“Back!” exclaimed Glenarvan; “those wretches 
have the eyes of cats anchthe guns of riflemen ! ” 

And they turned, and once more climbed the steep 
slope of the mountain, and then hastened to their friends 
who had been alarmed by the firing. Gienarvan’s hat 
was pierced by two balls, and they concluded that it 
was out of the question to venture again on the ridge 
between two lines of marksmen. 

“Wait till to-morrow,” said Paganel, “and as we 
cannot elude their vigilance, let me try my hand on 
them.” 

The night was cold ; but happily Kara-Tetd had 
been furnished with his best night gear, and the party 
wrapped themselves each in a warm flax mantle, and 
protected by native superstition, slept quietly inside the 
enclosure, on the warm ground, still vibrating with the 
violence of the internal ebullition. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

PAGAN EL’S BRIGHT IDEA. 

Next day, February 17th, the sun’s first rays awoke 
the sleepers of the Maunganamu. The Maories had long 
since been astir, coming and going at the foot of the 
mountain, without leaving their line of observation. 
Furious clamour broke out when they saw the Euro- 
peans leave the sacred place they had profajxed. 

Each of the party glanced first at the neighbouring 
mountains, and at the deep valleys still drowsed in 
mist, and over Lake Taupo, which the morning breeze 
ruffled slightly. And then all clustered round Paganel 
eager to hear his project. * - V . 

Paganel soon satisfied their curiosity. “ My 
friends/ 1 said he, “ my plan has one great recommenda- 
tion : if it does not accomplish all that I anticipate, we 
shall be no worse off than we arc at present. But it 
must, it will succeed/ 1 

“ And what is it ? 11 asked McNabbs. 

“ It is this / 1 replied Paganel, “the superstition of 
the natives has made this mountain a refuge for us, and 
we mutt take advantage of their superstition to escape. 



PaganeVs Bright Idea . 175 

If I can persuade Kai-Koumou that we have expiated 
0 ur profanatipp, that the wrath of the Deity has fallen 
on us ; in a word, that we have died a terrible death, do 
you think he will leave the plateau of Maunganamu to 
return to his village ? ” 

“ Not a doubt of it/ 1 said Glenarvan. 

"And what is the horrible death you refer to ?” 
asked Lady Helena. \ 

“The death of the sacrilegious, my friends,” replied 
Pagancl. "The avenging flames are under our feet. 
Let us open a way for them ! ” 

"What! make a volcano ! ” cried John Mangles. 

" Yes, an impromptu volcano, whose fury we can 
regulate. There are plenty of vapours ready to hand, 
and subterranean fires ready to issue forth. We can 
have an eruption ready to order.” 

"An excellent idea, Pagancl; well conceived,” said 
the Major. 

"You understand,” replied the geographer, "we 
are to pretend to fall victims to the flames of the Maori 
Pluto, and to disappear spiritually into the tomb of Kara* 
Tete. And stay there three, four, even five days if 
necessary — that is to say, till the savages are convinced 
that we have perished, and abandon their watch.” 

"But,” said Miss Grant, "suppose they wish to be 
sure of our punishment, and climb up here to see ? ” 
"No, my dear Mary,” returned Pagancl," they will 
not d° that. The mountain is tabooed, and if it 
devoured its sacrilegious intruders, it would only be 
more inviolably tabooed.” 
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“ It is really a very clever plan/* said Glenarvan. 
“ There is only one chance against it; that is, if the 
savages prolong their watch at the foot of Maunga- 
uamu, we may run out of provisions. But if we play 
our game well there is not much fear of that/* 

“And when shall we try this last chance ? ” asked 
Lady Helena. 

“To-night/’ rejoined Paganel, “when the darkness 
is the deepest/* 

“Agreed/’ said McNabbs; “Paganel you are a 
genius! and I,. who seldom get up an enthusiasm, I 
answer for the success of your plan. Oh ! those 
villains ! They shall have a little miracle that will put 
off their conversion for another century. I hope the 
missionaries will forgive us.” 

The project of Paganel was therefore adopted, and 
certainly with the superstitious ideas of the Maoris 
there seemed good ground for hope. But brilliant as 
the idea might be, the difficulty was in the mod/h 
operandi. The volcano might devour the bold schemers 
who offered it a crater. Could they control and direct 
the eruption when they had succeeded in letting loose 
its vapour and flames, and lava streams ? The entire cone 
might be engulphed. It was meddling with phenomena 
of which nature herself has the absolute monopoly. 

Paganel had thought of all this ; but he intended to 
act prudently, and without pushing things to extremes. 
An appearance would be enough to dupe the Maories, 
and there was ho need for the terrible realities of an 
eruption. 
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How long that day seemed. Each one of the party 
inwardly counted the hours. All was made ready for 
flight. The Oudoupa provisions were divided and 
formed very portable packets. Some mats and fire- 
arms completed their light equipment, all of which they 
took from the tomb of the chief. It is needless to say 
that their preparations were made within the enclosure, 
and unseen by the savages. 

At six o’clock the steward served up a refreshing, 
meal. Where or when they would cat in the valleys of 
the Ranges no one could foretell. So that they had to 
take in supplies for the future. The principal dish was 
composed of half a dozen rats, caught by Wilson and 
stewed. Lady Helena and Mary Grant obstinately 
refused to taste this game, which is highly esteemed 
by the natives; but the men enjoyed it like real Maories. 
The meat was excellent and savoury, and the six 
devourers were devoured down to the bones. 

The evening twilight came on. The sun went 
down in a stormy- looking bank of clouds. A few 
flashes of lightning glanced across the horizon, and 
distant thunder pealed through the darkened sky. 

Paganel welcomed the storm, which was a valuable 
aid to his plans, and completed his programme. The 
savages are superstitiously affected by the great pheno- 
mena of nature. The New Zealanders think that 
thunder is the angry voice of Noui-Atoua, and lightning 
the fierce -gleam of his eves. Thus their deity was 
coming personally to chastise the violators of the 
taboo. 
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.At eight o'clock, the summit of Maunganamu 
was lost in portentous darkness. The sky would 
supply a black background for the blaze which Paganei 
was about to throw on it. The Maories could no 
longer see their prisoners ; and this was the moment 
for action. 

Speed was necessary. Glenarvan, Paganei, McNabbs 
Robert, the steward, the two sailors, all lent a hand. 

The spot for the crater was chosen thirty paces 
from Kara-Tet<?s tomb. It was important to keep the 
Oudoupa intact, for if it disappeared, the taboo of the 
mountain would be nullified. At the spot mentioned 
Paganei had noticed an enormous block of stone, round 
which the vapours played with a certain degree of inten- 
sity. This block covered a small natural crater 
hollowed in the cone, and by its own weight prevented 
the egress of the subterranean fire. If they could move 
it from its socket, the vapours and the lava would issue 
by the disencumbered opening. 

The workers used as levers some posts taken from 
the interior of the Oudoupa, and they plied their tools 
vigorously against the rocky mass. Under their united 
efforts the stone soon moved. They made a little 
trench so that it might roll down the inclined plane. 
As they gradually raised it, the vibrations under foot 
became more distinct. Dull roarings of flame and the 
whistling sound of a furnace ran along under the thin 
crust# The intrepid labourers, veritable Cyclops 
handing Earth's fires, worked in silence; soon some 
fissures and jets of steam w arned them that their place 
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was growing dangerous. But a crowning effort moved 
the mass, which rolled down and disappeared. Imme- 
diately the thin crust gave way. A column of fire 
rushed to the sky with loud detonations, while streams 
of boiling water and lava flowed towards the native 
camp and the lower valleys. 

All the cone trembled as if it was about to plunge 

into a fathomless gulf. 

Glenarvan and his companions had" barely time to 
get out of the way ; they fled to the enclosure of the 
Oudoupa, not without having been sprinkled with 
water at 220°. This water at first spread a smell like 
soup, which soon changed into a strong odour of. 
sulphur. 

Then the mud, the lava, the volcanic stones, all 
spouted forth in a torrent. Streams of fire furrowed 
the sides of Maunganamu. The neighbouring moun- 
tains were lit up by the glare ; the dark valleys were 
also filled with dazzling light. 

All the savages had risen, howling under the pain 
inflicted by the burning lava, which was bubbling and 
foaming in the midst of their camp. 

Those whom the liquid lire had not touched fled to the 
surrounding hills ; then turned and gazed in terror at 
this Jearful phenomenon, this volcano in which the 
anger of their deity would swallow up the profane 
intruders on the sacred mountain. Now and then 
when the roar of the eruption became less violent, their 
cr V was heard : — 

' Taboo ! taboo ! taboo ! ’ ’ 
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An enormous quantity of vapours, heated stones 
and lava was escaping by this crater of Maunganamu. 
It was not a mere geyser like those that girdle round 
Mount Hecla, in Iceland, but it was itself a Hecla. 
All this volcanic commotion was confined till then in 
the envelope of the cone, because the safety valve of 
Tongariro was enough for its expansion ; but when 
this new issue was afforded, it rushed forth fiercely, and 
by the laws of equilibrium, the other eruptions in the 
island must on that night have lost their usual 
intensity. 

An hour after this volcano burst upon the world, 
broad streams of lava were running down its sides. 
Legions of rats came out of their holes, and fled from 
the scene. 

All night long, and fanned by the tempest in the 
upper sky, the crater never ceased to pour forth 
its torrents with a violence that alarmed Glenarvan. 
The eruption was breaking away the edges of the 
opening. 

The prisoners hidden behind the enclosure of 
stakes, watched the fearful progress of the phenome- 
non. 

Morning came. The fury of the volcano had not 
slackened. Thick yellowish fumes were mixed with the 
the lava torrents wound their serpentine course 
in every direction. 

Glenarvan, watched with a beating heart, looking 
from all the interstices of the palisaded inclosure, and 
observed the movements in the native camp. 
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The Maories had fled to the neighbouring ledges, 
out of the reach of the volcano. Some corpses which 
lay at the foot of the cone, were charred by tfie fire. 
Further off towards the "pah," the lava had reached a 
group of twenty huts, which were still smoking. The 
Maories, forming here and there in groups, contemplated 
the canopied summit of Maunganamu with religious 
awe. 

Kai-Koumou approached in the midst of his 
warriors, and Glenarvan recognized him. The chief 
advanced to. the foot of the hill, on the side un- 
touched by the lava, but he did not ascend the first 
ledge. 

Standing there, with his arms stretched out like an 
exorciscr, he made some grimaces, whose meaning was 
obvious to the prisoners. As Pagan el had foreseen, 
Kai-Koumou launched on the avenging mountain, a 
more rigorous taboo. 

Soon after the natives left their positions and 
followed the winding paths that led towards the pah. 

“ They arc going ! " exclaimed Glenarvan. " They 
have left their posts ! God be praised ! Our stratagem 
has succeeded ! My dear Helena, my brave friends, 
we are all dead and buried ! Rut this evening when 
night comes, we shall rise and leave our tomb, and fly 
these barbarous tribes ! " ' * 

, It would be difficult tef conceive of the joy that per- 
vaded the Oudoupa. IIopc had regained the mastery 
in all hearts. The intrepid travellers forgot the past, 
forgot the future, to enjoy the present delight l And 
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yet the task before them was not an easy one — to gain 
some European outpost in the midst of this unknown 
counfry. But Kai-Koumou once off their track, they 
thought themselves safe from all the savages in New 
Zealand. 

A whole day had to elapse before they could 
make a start, and they employed it in arranging a 
plan of flight. Paganel had treasured up his map 
of New Zealand, and on it could trace out the best 
roads. 

After discussion, the fugitives resolved to make for 
the Bay of Plenty, towards the cast. The region was 
unknown, but apparently desert. The travellers, who 
from their past experience, had learnt to make light of 
physical difficulties, feared nothing but meeting Maoris. 
At any cost they wanted to avoid them and gain the 
cast coast, where the missionaries had several stations. 
That part of the country had hitherto escaped the 
horrors of war, and the natives were not in the habit of 
scouring the country. 

As to the distance that separated Lake Taupo from 
the Bay of Plenty, they calculated it about a hundred 
miles* Ten days’ march at ten miles a day, could be 
done, not without fatigue, but none of the party gave 
that a thought. If they could only reach the mission 
stations they could rest there while waiting for a 
favourable opportunity to get to Auckland, for that was 
the point they desired to reach. 

These questions settled, they resumed their watch 
of the native proceedings, and continued so doing till 
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evening fell. Not a solitary native remained at the foot 
of the mountain, and when darkness set in over the 
Taupo valleys, not a fire indicated the presence of the 
Maories at the base. The road was free. 

At nine o’clock, the night being unusually dark, 
Glenarvan gave the order to start. His companions 
and he armed and equipped at the expense of Kara- 
Tcte, began cautiously to descend the slopes of Maunga- 
nairni, John Mangles and Wilson leading the way, eyes 
and ears on the alert. They stopped at the slightest 
sound, they started at every passing cloud. They slid 
rather than walked down the spur, that their figures 
might be lost in the dark mass of the mountain. At 
two hundred feet below the summit, John Mangles and 
his sailors reached the dangerous ridge that had been 
so obstinately defended by the natives. If by ill luck 
the Maories more cunning than the fugitives, had only 
pretended to retreat ; if they were not really duped by 
the volcanic phenomenon, this was the spot where their 
presence would be betrayed. Glenarvan could not but 
shudder, in spite of his confidence, and in spite of the 
jokes of PagancI, The fate of the whole party would 
hang in the balance for the ten minutes required to pass 
along that ridge. He felt the beating of Lady Helena’s 
heart, as she clung to his arm. 

He had no thought of turning back. Neither had 
John. The young captain, followed closely by the 
toholc party, and protected by the intense darkness, 
crept along the ridge, stopping when some loose stone 
rolled to the bottom. If the savages were still in 
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ambush below, these unusual sounds might provoke 
from both sides a dangerous fusillade. 

But speed was impossible in their serpent-like pro- 
gress down this sloping crest. When John Mangles 
had reached the lowest point, he was scarcely twenty- 
five feet from the plateau where the natives were en- 
camped the night before, and then the ridge rose again 
pretty steeply towards a wood for about a quarter of a 
mile. 

All this lower part was crossed without molestation, 
and they commenced the ascent in silence. The clump 
of bush was invisible, though they knew it was there, 
and but for the possibility of an ambush, Glcnarvan 
counted on being safe when the party arrived at that 
point. But he observed that after this point, they 
were no longer protected by the taboo. The ascending 
ridge belonged not to Maunganamu, but to the moun- 
tain system of the eastern side of Lake Taupo, so 
that they had not only pistol shots, but hand-to-hand 
fighting to fear. For ten minutes, the little band 
ascended by insensible degrees towards the higher 
table-land. John could not discern the dark wood, hut 
he knew it ought to be within two hundred feet. 
Suddenly he stopped; almost retreated. He fancied he 
heard something in the darkness; his stoppage inter- 
rupted the march of those behind. 

He remained motionless long enough to alarm his 
companions. They waited with unspeakable anxiety, 
wondering if they were doomed to retrace their steps, 
and return to the^summit of Maunganamu. 
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But John finding that the noise was not repeated, 
resumed the ascent of the narrow path of the 
ridge. 

Soon they perceived the shadowy outline of the 
wood showing faintly through the darkness. A few 
steps more and they were hid from sight in the thick 
foliage of the trees. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE FLIGHT. 

The night favoured their escape, and prudence urged 
them to lose no time in getting away from the fatal 
neighbourhood of Lake Taupo. Pagan el took the post 
of leader, and his wonderful instinct shone out anew in 
this difficult mountain journey. His nyctalopia was a 
great advantage; his cat-like sight enabling him to 
distinguish the smallest objects in the deepest gloom. 

For three hours they walked on without halting 
along the far-reaching slope of the eastern side. Paga- 
ncl kept a little to the south-east, in order to make use 
of a narrow passage between the Kaimanawa and the 
Wahiti Ranges, through which the road from Hawkcs* 
Bay to Auckland passes. Once through that gorge, 
his plan was to keep off the road, and under the shelter 
of the high ranges, march to the coast across the in- 
habited regions of the province. 

At nine o’clock in the morning, they had made 
twelve miles in twelve hours. The courageous women 
could not be pressed further, and besides, the locality 
was suitable for camping. The fugitives had* reached 
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the pass that separates the two chains. Paganel, map 
in hand, made a loop towards the north-cast, and at 
ten o’clock the little party reached a sort of redar, 
formed by a projecting rock. 

The provisions were brought out, and justice was 
clone to their meal. Mary Grant and the Major, who 
had not thought highly of the edible fern till then, now 
ate of it heartily. 

The halt lasted till two o’clock in the afternoon, 
then they resumed their journey ; and in the evening 
thev stopped eight miles from the mountains, and 
required no persuasion to sleep in the open air. 

Next day was one of serious difficulties. Their 
route lay across this wondrous region of volcanic lakes, 
irevsers, and soltataras, which extend to the east of the 
Wahid Ranges. It is a country more pleasant for the 
eye to ramble over, than for the limbs. Every quarter 
of a mile they had to turn aside or go round for some 
obstacle, and thus incurred great fatigue ; but what a 
strange sight met their eves ! What infinite variety 
nature lavishes on her great panoramas ! 

On this vast extent of twenty miles square, the sub- 
terranean forces had a field for the display of all their 
varied effects. Salt springs of singular transparency, 
peopled by myriads of insects, sprang up from thickets 
of tea-tree scrub. They diffused a powerful odour of 
burnt powder, and scattered on the ground a white 
sediment like dazzling snow. The limpid waters were 
nearly at boiling point, while some neighbouring springs 
spread out like sheets of glass. Gigantic tree-ferns 
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grew beside them, and in conditions analogous to those 
of the Silurian vegetation. 

On every side jets of water rose like park fountains, 
out of a sea of vapour ; some of them continuous, 
others intermittent, as if a capricious Pluto controlled 
their movements. They rose like an amphitheatre on 
natural terraces ; their waters gradually flowed together 
under the folds of white smoke, and corroding the 
edges of the semi-transparent steps of this gigantic 
staircase, they fed whole lakes with their boiling 
torrents. 

Farther still, beyond the hot springs and tumultuous 
geysers, came the solfataras. The ground looked as if 
covered with large pustules. These were slumbering 
craters full of cracks and fissures from which rose various 
gases. The air was saturated with the acrid and un- 
pleasant odour of sulphurous acid. The ground was 
encrusted with sulphur and crystalline concretions. 
All this incalculable wealth had been accumulating for 
centuries, and if the sulphur beds of Sicily should ever 
be exhausted, it is here, in this little-known district of 
New Zealand that supplies must he sought. 

The fatigue of travelling in such a country as this 
will be best understood. Camping was very difficult, 
and the sportsmen of the party shot nothing worthy oi 
Olbinctt's skill ; so that they had generally to content 
themselves with fern and sweet potato — a poor diet 
which was scarcely sufficient to recruit the exhausted 
strength of the little party, who were all anxious to 
escape from this barren and desolate region. 
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But four days at least must elapse before they 
could hope to leave it. On February 23, at a distance 
of fifty miles from Maunganamu, Glenarvan called a 
halt, and camped at the foot of a nameless mountain, 
marked on PaganePs map. The wooded plains 
stretched away from sight, and great forests appeared 
on the horizon. 

It promised well, unless indeed the habitable nature 
of the country attracted too many Maories. So far, 
the fugitives had not seen the shadow of a native. 

That day McNabbs and Robert killed three kiwis, 
which filled the chief place on their table, not for long, 
however, for in a few minutes they were all consumed 
from the beaks to the claws. 

At dessert, between the potatoes and sweet potatoes 
Pagancl moved a resolution which was carried with 
enthusiasm. 

He proposed to give the name of Glenarvan to this 
unnamed mountain, which rose 3000 feet high, and 
then was lost in the clouds, and he printed carefully on 
his map the name of the Scottish nobleman. 

It would be idle to narrate all the monotonous and 
uninteresting details of the rest of the journey. Only 
two or three occurrences of any importance took place 
on the way from the lakes to the Pacific Ocean. 

The march was all day long across forests and 
pkyns. John took observations of the sun and stars. 
Neither heat nor rarn increased the discomfort of the 
journey, but the travellers were so reduced by the 
trials they had undergone, that they made very slow 
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progress; and they longed to arrive at the mission 
station. 

They still chatted, but the conversation had ceased 
to be general. The little party broke up into groups, 
attracted to each other, not by narrow sympathies, but 
by a more personal communion of ideas. 

Glenarvan generally walked alone, his mind seemed 
to recur to his unfortunate crew, as he drew nearer to 
the sea. He apparently lost sight of the dangers which 
lay before them on their way to Auckland, in the 
thought of his massacred men ; the horrible picture 
haunted him. 

Harry Grant was never spoken of ; they were no 
longer in a position to make any effort on his behalf. 
If his name was uttered at all, it was between his 
daughter and John Mangles. 

John had never reminded Mary of what she had 
said to him on that last night at Ware-Atoua. He was 
too wise to take advantage of a word spoken in a 
moment of despair. When he mentioned Captain 
Grant, John always spoke of further search. 11c 
assured Mary that Lord Glenarvan would rc-cmbark in 
the enterprise. He persistently returned to the fact that 
the authenticity of the document was indisputable, and 
that therefore Harry Grant was somewhere to be found, 
and that they would find him, if they had to try all 
over the world. Mary drank in his words, and she 
and John, united by the same thought, cherished 
the same hope. Often Lady Helena joined in the 
conversation; btft she did not participate in their 
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illusions, though she refrained from chilling their 

enthusiasm. 

McNabbs, Robert, Wilson, and Mulrady kept up 
their hunting parties, without going far from the rest, 
and each one furnished his quota of game. 

Pagancl, arrayed in his flax mat, kept himself aloof, 
in a silent and pensive mood. 

And yet, it is only justice to say, in spite of the 
general rule that in the midst of trials, dangers, fatigues 
and privations, the most amiable dispositions become 
ruffled and embittered, all our travellers were united, 
devoted, ready to die for each other. 

On the 25th of February, their progress was stopped 
by a river which answered to the Wakari on PaganePs 
map, and was easily forded. 

For two days plains of low scrub succeeded each 
other without interruption. Half the distance from 
Lake Taupo to the coast had been traversed without 
accident, though not without fatigue. 

Then the scene changed to immense and intermin- 
able forests, which reminded them of Australia, but 
here the kauri took the place of the eucalyptus. 
Although their enthusiasm had been incessantly called 
forth during their four months’ journey, Glenarvan and 
his companions were compelled to admire and wonder 
at these gigantic pines, worthy rivals of the Cedars of 
Lebanon, and the " Mammoth trees” of California. 
The kauris, in botanical language “ abietacea damma- 
rinae,” measured a hundred feet high, before the ramifi- 
cation of the branches. They grew in isolated clumps. 
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and the forest was not composed of trees, but of in- 
numerable groups of trees, which spread their green 
canopies in the air two hundred feet from the ground. 

Some of these pines, still young, about a hundred 
years old, resembled the red pine of Europe. They had 
a dark crown surmounted by a sharp conical shoot. 
Their older brethren, five or six hundred years of age, 
formed great green pavilions supported on the inextri- 
cable network of their branches. These patriarchs of 
the New Zealand forest measured fifty yards in circum- 
ference, and the united arms of all the travellers could 
not embrace the giant trunk. 

For three days the little party made their way under 
these vast arches, over a clayey soil which the foot of 
man had never trod. They knew this by the quantity 
of resinous gum that lay in heaps at the foot of tin 
trees, and which would have lasted for native exporta- 
tion many years. 

The sportsmen found whole coveys of the kiwi, 
which are scarce in districts frequented by the Maorns; 
the native dogs drive them away to the shelter of these 
inaccessible forests. They were an abundant source of 
nourishing food to our travellers. 

Paganel also had the good fortune to espy, in a 
thicket, a pair of gigantic birds ; his instinct as a natu- 
ralist was awakened. He called his companions and 
in spite of their fatigue, the Major, Robert, and he set 
off in the track of these animals. 

His curiosity was excusable, for he had recognized 
or thought he had recognized these birds as “ moas,” 
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belonging to the species of “ dinormis,” which many 
naturalists class with the extinct birds. This, if 
Paganel was right, would confirm the opinion of Dr. 
Hochstetter and other travellers on the present exist- 
ence of the wingless giants of New Zealand. 

These moas which Paganel was chasing, the con- 
temporaries of the Megatherium and the Pterodactyles, 
must have been eighteen feet high. They were huge 
ostriches, timid too, for they fled with extreme rapidity. 
But no shot could stay their course. After a few 
minutes of chase, these fleet-footed moas disappeared 
among the tall trees, and the sportsmen lost their 
powder and their pains. 

That evening, March i,Clenarvanand hiscompanions 
emerging at last from the immense kauri- forest camped 
at the foot of Mount Ikirangi, whose summit rose five 
thousand five hundred feet into the air. At this point 
they had travelled a hundred miles from Maunganamu, 
and the shore was still thirty miles away. John 
Mangles had calculated on accomplishing the whole 
journey in ten days, but he did not foresee the physical 
difficulties of the country. 

On the whole, owing to the circuits, the obstacles, 
and the imperfect observations, the journey had been 
extended by fully one-fifth, and now that they had 
reached Mount Ikirangi, they were (juite worn out. 

Two long days of walking were still to be accom- 
plished, during which time all their activity and vigi- 
lance would be required, for their way was through 
a district often frequented by the natives. The little 
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party conquered their weariness, and set out next morn- 
ing at daybreak. 

Between Mount Ikirangi which was left to the 
right, and Mount Hardy whose summit rose on the left 
to a height of 3700 feet, the journey was very trying, 
for about ten miles the bush was a tangle of “ supple- 
jack,” a kind of flexible rope, appropriately called 
“ stifling creeper,” that caught the feet at every step. 
For two days, they had to cut their way with an axe 
through this thousand-headed hydra. Hunting became 
impossible, and the sportsmen failed in their accustomed 
tribute. The provisions were almost exhausted, and 
there was no means of renewing them ; their thirst was 
increased by fatigue, and there was no water where- 
with to quench it. 

The sufferings of Glenarvan and his party became 
terrible, and for the first time their moral energy 
threatened to give way. They no longer walked, they 
dragged themselves along, soulless bodies, animated 
only by the instinct of self-preservation which survives 
every other feeling, and in this melancholy plight they 
reached Point Lottin on the shores of the Pacific. 

Here they saw several deserted huts, the ruins 
of a village lately destroyed by the war, abandoned 
fields, and everywhere signs of pillage and incendiary 
tires. 

They were toiling painfully along the shore, when 
they saw, at a distance of about a mile, a band of natives, 
who rushed towards them brandishing their weapons. 

( ilenarvan, hemmed in by the sea, could not fly, and 
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summoning all his remaining strength he was about to 
meet the attack, when John Mangles cried 

“ A boat ! a boat ! ” 

And there, twenty paces off a canoe with six oars, 
lay on the beach. In launch it, jump in and fly from 
the dangerous shore, was only a minute’s work. John 
Mangles, MeNabbs, Wilson and Mulrady took the 
oars ; Glcnarvan the helm ; the two women, Robert 
and Olbinett stretched themselves beside him. In ten 
minutes the canoe was a quarter of a mile from the 
‘diore. 1 he sea was calm. The fugitives were silent 
But John who did not want to get too far from land 
was about to give the order to go up the eoast, when he 
suddenly stopped rowing. 

He saw three canoes coming out from behind Point 
Lottin and c\ idcntly about to give chase 

“ ° ut to sea ! Out to sea ! ” he exclaimed. “ Better 
to drown ii we must ! 

I'he canoe went fast under her four rowers. For 
ludf an hour she kept her distance; but the 
poor exhausted fellows, grew weaker, and the three 
pursuing boats began to gain sensible on them 
At this moment, scarcely two miles lav between 
" CU1 - U was impossible to avoid the attack of the 

natives, who were already preparing to lire their lone 

L r uns_ © 


w Jut was Glcnarvan about? standing up in the 
U . c was Poking towards the horizon for some 

fcr'S', W, “' h ' ^ for, VVha, did 
f • Had he a presentiment ? 



196 


The Flight. 


In a moment his eyes gleamed, his hand pointed out 
into the distance. 

“ A ship ! a ship ! 99 he cried. “ My friends, row ! 
row hard ! 33 

Not one of the rowers turned his head, not an oar- 
stroke must be lost. Pagancl alone, rose and turned 
his telescope to the point indicated. 

44 Yes/ 9 said he, “ a ship! a steamer! they are 
under full steam ! they arc coming to us ! Found now, 
brave comrades ! 33 

The fugitives summoned new energy, and for 
another half hour, keeping their distance, they rowed 
with hasty strokes. The steamer came nearer and 
nearer. They made out her two masts, bare of 
sails, and the great volumes of black smoke. Gienar* 
van handing the tiller to Robert, seized Paga- 
ncPs glass, and watched the movements of tin* 
steamer. 

John Mangles and his companions were lost m 
wonder when they saw (Jlenarvan’s features contras 
and grow pale, and the glass drop from his hands. (hie 
word explained it. 

“The Duncan ! 73 exclaimed Glenarvan. u Th< 
Duncan , and the convicts ! 33 

“The Duncan / 3 cried John, letting go his oar and 
rising too. 

“ Yes, death on all sides!’ 1 murmured (Jlenarun, 
crushed by despair. 

It was indeed the yacht, they could not mistake 1 hi 7 
the yacht and her bandit crew ! 
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The Major could scarcely restrain himself from 
cursing their destiny ! 

The canoe was meantime standing still. Where 
should they go ? Whither fly ? What choice was 
there between the convicts and the savages ? 

A shot was fired from the nearest of the native 
boats, and the ball struck Wilson’s oar. 

A few strokes then carried the canoe nearer to the 
Duncan. 

The yacht was coining down at full speed, and 
was not more than a half a mile off. 

John Mangles, between two enemies, did not know 
what to advise, whither to fly ! The two poor ladies on 
their knees, prayed in their agony. 

The savages kept up a running fire, and shots 
were raining round the canoe, when suddenly a loud 
report ‘was heard, and a ball from the yacht’s cannon 
passed over their heads, and now the boat remained 
motionless between the Duncan, and the native canoes. 

John Mangles, frenzied with despair, seized his 
a%*. He was about to scuttle the boat and sink it 
with his unfortunate companions, when a erv from 
Robert arrested his arm. 

(< Tom Austin ! 'Pom Austin ! ” the lad shouted. 
'* He is on board ! I see him ! lie knows us ! lie is 
waving his hat.” 

•The axe hung useless in John’s hand. 

A second ball whistled over his head, and cut 
in two the nearest of the three native boats, while a 
loud hurrah burst forth on board the Duncan . 
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The savages took flight, fled and regained the 
shore. 

“ Come on ! Tom ! come on ,” cried John Mangles 
in a joyous voice. 

And a few minutes after the ten fugitives, how, 
they knew not, were all safe on hoard the Duncan. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

HOW THK “ DUNCAN ” CAME TO BE ON THE 
COAST OF NEW ZEALAND. 

It would be vain to attempt to depict the feelings ot 
Glenarvan and his friends when the songs of old Scotia 
fell on their ears. The moment they set foot on the 
deck of the Duncan , the piper blew his bagpipes, and 
commenced the national pibroch of the Malcolm clan, 
while loud hurrahs rent the air. 

Glenarvan and his whole party, even the Major 
himself, were crying and embracing each other. They 
were delirious with joy. The geographer was absolutely 
mad. He frisked about ; telescope in hand, pointing it 
at the last canoe approaching the shore. 

But at the sight of Glenarvan and his companions, 
with their clothing in rags and thin haggard faces, bear- 
ing marks of horrible sufferings, the crew ceased their 
noisy demonstrations. These were spectres who had 
returned, not the bright adventurous travellers who had 
left the yacht three months before so full of hope ! 
Chance, and chance only had brought them back to the 
deck of the yacht they never thought to see again ! 



zoo How the “ Duncojk ” came to be 

-fat-' . 

And in what a state of exhaustion and feebleness. But 
before thinking of fatigue or attending to the imperious 
demands of hunger and thirst, Glenarvan questioned 
Tom Austin about his being on this coast. 

Why had the Duncan come to the eastern coast of 
New Zealand ? How was it not in the hands of Ben 
Joyce? By what providential fatality had God brought 
them in the track of the fugitives? 

Why ? how ? and for what purpose ? Tom was 
stormed with questions on all sides. The old sailor 
did not know which to listen to first, and at last 
resolved to hear nobody but Glenarvan, and to answer 
nobody but him. 

“ But the convicts ? ” inquired Glenarvan. “ What 
did you do with them ? ” 

“ The convicts?” replied Tom, with the air of a 
man who does not in the least understand what he is 
being asked. 

u Yes, the wretches who attacked the yacht ! ” 

“ What yacht ? Your Honour’s ? ” 

u Why, of course, Tom. The Duncan , and Ben 
Joyce, who came on board.” 

“I don’t know this Ben fovee, and have never seen 
him.” 

“Never seen him ! ” exclaimed Paganel, stupilied at 
the old sailor’s replies. “Then pray tell me, Tom, 
how it is that the Duncan is cruising at this moment 
on the coast of New Zealand ? ” 

But if Glenarvan and his friends were totally at a 
loss to understand the bewilderment of the old sailor, 
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what was their amazement when he replied in a calm 
voice, 

“ The Duncan is cruising here by your Honour's 
orders." 

“By my orders \ 99 cried Glcnarvan. 

“Yes, my Lord. I only acted in obedience to the 
instructions sent in your letter of January 14th." 

“ My letter ! my letter ! " exclaimed Glenarvan. 

The ten travellers pressed closer round Tom Austin, 
devouring him with their eyes. The letter dated from 
Snowy River had reached the Duncan then ? 

“ Let us come to explanations, pray, for it seems 
to me I am dreaming. You received a letter, Tom ? " 

“ Yes, a letter from your Honour." 

“ At Melbourne? " 

“At Melbourne, just as our repairs were com- 
pleted." 

“ And this letter ? " 

“ It was not written by you, but bore your signature, 
my Lord." 

“Just so, my letter was brought by a convict called 
Ben Joyce." 

“ No, by a sailor, called Ayrton, a quartermaster on 
the Britannia 99 

“ Yes, Ayrton, or Ben Joyce, one and the same 
individual. Well, and what were the contents of this 
letter? " 

“ It contained orders to leave Melbourne with- 
out delay, and to go and cruise on the eastern coast 
of ” 
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' “ Australia ! ” said GJenarvan, with such vehc- 

mence that the old sailor was somewhat disconcerted. 

“Of Australia?** repeated Tom, opening his eyes. 
“ No, but New Zealand/* 

“Australia! Tom! Australia!** they all cried 
with one voice. 

Austin*s head began to feel in a whirl. Glenarvau 
spoke with such assurance, that he thought after all )n 
must have made a mistake in reading the letter. Could 
a faithful, exact old sailor like himself have been guilty 
of such a thing? He turned red, and looked quite dis- 
turbed. 

“Never mind, Tom!** said Lady Helena. “God 
so willed it.** 

“ But no, Madam, pardon me/* replied old Tom. 
“ No, it is impossible, I was not mistaken. Ayrton read 
the letter as I did ; and it was he, on the contrary, who 
wished to bring me to the Australian coast ? ’* 

“Ayrton ! ** cried Glcnarvan. 

“Yes, Ayrton himself. He insisted it was a 
mistake, that you meant to order me to Twofold 
Bay.** 

“Have you the letter still, Tom?** asked the 
Major, extremely interested in this mystery. 

“Yes, Mr. McNabbs,** replied Austin. “1*11 g () 
and fetch it.** 

He ran at once to his cabin in the forecastle. 
During his momentary absence, they gazed at each 
other in silence, all but the Major, who crossed his 
arms and said ; — 
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“ Well now, Paganel, you must own this would be 
going a little too far.” 

“ What? ” growled Paganel, looking like a gigantic 
note of interrogation, with his spectacles on his fore- 
head and his stooping back. 

Austin returned directly with the letter written by 
Paganel and signed by Glcnarvan. 

“Will your Honour read it?” he said, handing it 
to him. 

Glenarvan took the letter and read as follows : — 

“ Order to Tom Austin to put out to sea without 
delay, and to take the Duncan by latitude 37 0 to the 
Eastern Coast of New Zealand ! ” 

“New Zealand,” cried Paganel leaping up. 

And he seized the letter from Glenarvan, rubbed his 
eyes, pushed down his spectacles on his nose, and 
read it for himself. 

“ New Zealand ! ” he repeated in an indescribable* 
tone letting the order slip between his fingers. 

That same moment he felt a hand laid on his 
shoulder, and turning round found himself face to face 
with the Major, who said in a grave tone — 

“Well, my good Paganel, after all it is a lucky 
thing you did not send the Duncan to Cochin-China!” 

This pleasantry finished the poor geographer. The 
crew burst out into loud Homeric laughter. Paganel 
ran about like a madman, seized his head with both 
hands, and tore his hair. He neither knew what he 
w as doing nor what he wanted to do. He rushed down 
the poop stairs mechanically, and paced the deck. 
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nodding to himself, and going straight before without 
aim or object till he reached the forecastle. There his 
feet got entangled in a coil of rope. He stumbled and 
fell forward, accidentally catching hold of a rope with 
both hands in his fall. 

Suddenly a tremendous explosion was heard. The 
forecastle gun had gone off, riddling the quiet calm waves 
with a volley of small shot. The unfortunate Pagan d 
had caught hold of the cord of the loaded gun. The 
geographer was thrown down the forecastle ladder and 
disappeared below. 

A cry of terror succeeded the surprise produced bv 
the explosion. Everybody thought something terrible 
must have happened. The sailors rushed between 
decks and lifted up Pagan el, almost bent double. The 
geographer uttered no sound. 

They carried his long bodv on to the poop, llis com- 
panions were in despair. The Major, who was always 
the surgeon on great occasions, began to strip the 
unfortunate, that he might dress his wounds; but 
he had scarcely put his hand on the dying man, 
when he started up as if touched by an electrical 
machine. 

“Never! never!” he exclaimed, and pulling his 
ragged coat tightly round him, he began buttoning it 
up in a strangely excited manner. 

“ But, Paganel ! ” began the Major. 

“ No, I tell you ! ” 

“ I must examine ” 

“ You slvdl not examine.” 
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“You may perhaps have broken ” continued 

McNabbs. 

“Yes,” replied Paganel, getting up on his long 
legs, €t but what I have broken the carpenter can 
mend” 

“ What is it then r ” 

“ There.” 

Bursts of laughter from the crew followed this 
speech. PagatiePs friends were quite reassured about 
him now. They were satisfied that he had come off 
safe and sound from his adventure with the forecastle 
gun. 

“At any rate,” thought the Major, “the geo- 
grapher is wonderfully bashful.” 

But now Paganel was recovered a little, he had to 
reply to a question he could not escape. 

“Now, Paganel,” said Glenarvan, “tell us franklv 
all about it. I own that your blunder was pro- 
vidential. It is sure and certain, that but for 
you, the Duncan would have fallen into the hands 
of the convicts ; but for you we should have 
been recaptured by the Maorics. But lor my sake 
tell me by what strange association of ideas, by 
what supernatural aberration of mind you were 
induced to write New Zealand instead of Aus- 
tralia ? ” 

“Well, upon mv oath,” said Paganel, “ it is ” 

But the same instant his eves fell on Mary and 
Robert Grant, and he stopped short and then went 
on — 
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“ What would you have me say, my dear Glenar- 
van ? I am mad, I am an idiot, an incorrigible fellow, 
and I shall live and die the most terribly absent man. 
I can't change my skin." 

“ Unless you get flayed alive." 

“Get flayed alive!" cried the geographer with a 
furious look. “ Is that a personal allusion ? " 

“An allusion to what? " asked McNabbs quietly. 

This was all that passed. The mystery of the 
Duncan’s presence on the coast was explained, and 
all that the travellers thought about now was to 
get back to their comfortable cabins, and to have 
breakfast. 

However, Glenarvan and John Mangles stayed 
behind with Tom Austin after the others had retired. 
They wished to put some further questions to 
him. 

“ Now then, old Austin," said Glenarvan, “ tell 
me, didn't it strike you as strange to be ordered to go 
and cruise on the coast of New Zealand ! " 

“Yes, your Honour," replied Tom. “I was very 
much surprised, but it is not my custom to discuss any 
orders I receive, and I obeyed. Could I do otherwise? 
If some catastrophe had occurred through not carrying 
out your injunctions to the letter, should not 1 have 
been to blame? Would you have acted differently, 
captain ? " 

“ No, Tom," replied John Mangles. 

“ But what did you think ? " asked Glenarvan. 

“ I thoughj, your Honour, that in the interest of 
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Harry Grant, it was necessary to go where I was 
told to go. I thought that in consequence of fresh 
arrangements, you were to sail over to New Zea- 
land, and that 1 was to wait for you on the east coast 
of the island. Moreover, on leaving Melbourne, I 
kept our destination a secret, and the crew only 
knew it when we were right out at sea, and the 
Australian continent was finally out of sight. But 
one circumstance then occurred which greatly per- 
plexed me.” 

u What was it Torn ? ” asked Glenarvan. 

“Just this, that when the quartermaster of the 
Britannia heard our destination ” 

<c Ayrton ! ” cried Glenarvan. “ Then is he on 
hoard ? ” 

a Yes, your Honour.” 

“ Ayrton here?” repeated Glenarvan, looking at 
John Mangles. 

“ God has so willed it ! ” said the young 
raptain. 

In an instant, like lightning, Ayrton’s conduct, his 
long-planned treachery, Glenarvan’s wound, Mulrady’s 
assassination, the sufferings of the expedition in the 
marshes of the Snowy River, the whole past life of the 
miscreant, flashed before the eyes of the two men. And 
now, by the strangest concourse of events, the convict 
was in their power. 

“ Where is he ? ” asked Glenarvan eagerly. 

“ In a cabin in the forecastle, and under guard.” 

cc Why was he imprisoned ? ” 
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“ Because when Ayrton heard the vessel was 
going to New Zealand, he was in a fury ; because 
he tried to force me to alter the course of the ship; 
because he threatened me ; and, last of all, because 
he incited my men to mutiny. I saw clearly he was 
a dangerous individual, and I must take precautions 
against him/ 1 

“ And since then ? ” 

“ Since then he has remained in his cabin without 
attempting to go out.” 

“That's well, Tom.” 

Just at this moment Glenarvan and John Mangles 
were summoned to the saloon where breakfast, which 
they so sorely needed, was awaiting them. Thev 
seated themselves at the table and spoke no more of 
Ayrton. 

But after the meal was over, and the guests wen 
refreshed and invigorated, and they all went up on 
deck, Glenarvan acquainted them with the fact of the 
quartermaster's presence on board, and at the same 
time announced his intention of having him brought 
before them. 

“May I beg to be excused from being present at 
his examination ? ” said Lady Helena. “ I confess, 
dear Edward, it would be extremely painful for me to set 
the wretched man.” 

“ He must be confronted with us, Helena,” replied 
Lord Glenarvan; “I beg you will stay. Ben Joyce 
must see all his victims face to face.” 

Lady Helena yielded to his wish. Mary Grant 
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sat beside her, near Glenarvan. All the others 
formed a group round them, the whole party that 
had been compromised so seriously by the treachery 
of the convict. The crew of the yacht, without 
understanding the gravity of the situation, kept pro- 
found silence. 

(< Bring Ayrton here/ 1 said Glenarvan. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

AYRTON OR HEN JOYCE? 

Ayrton came. He crossed the deck with a confident 
tread, and mounted the steps to the poop. His eyes 
were gloomy, his teeth set, his fists clenched convul. 
sively. His appearance betrayed neither effrontery nor 
timidity. When he found himself in the presence of 
Lord Glenarvan he folded his arms and awaited the 
questions calmly and silently. 

“Ayrton/* said Glenarvan, “ here we are then, von 
and us, oil this very Duncan that you wished to deliver 
into the hands of the convicts of Ben Joyce.” 

The lips of the quartermaster trembled slightly and i 
quick flush suffused his impassive features. Not tin- 
flush of remorse, but of shame at failure. On this 
yacht which he thought he was to command as master, 
he was a prisoner, and his fate was about to be decided 
in a few seconds. 

However, he made no reply. Glenarvan waited 
patiently. But Ayrton persisted in keeping absolute' 
silence. 
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“ Speak, Ayrton, what have you to sav ? ” resumed 
Glenarvan. 

Ayrton hesitated, the wrinkles in his forehead 
deepened, and at length he said in a calm voice : — 

<{ I have nothing to say, my Lord. I have been 
fool enough to allow myself to be caught. Act as you 
please.” 

Then he turned his eyes away towards the coast 
which lay on the west, and affected profound indifference 

what was passing around him. One would have 
thought him a stranger to the whole affair. But 
Glenarvan was determined to be patient. Powerful 
motives urged him to find out certain details concern- 
ing the mysterious life of Ayrton, especially those which 
related to Harry Grant and the Britannia . He there- 
fore resumed his interrogations, speaking with extreme 
gentleness and firmly restraining his violent irritation 
against him. 

u I think, Ayrton,” he went on, “ that you will not 
refuse to reply to certain questions that I wish to put 
to you; and, first of all, ought I to call you Ayrton or 
Ben Joyce ? Are you, or are you not, the quartermaster 
of the Britannia ? ” 

Ayrton remained impassive, gazing at the coast, deal 
to every question. 

Glenarvan’s eye kindled, as he said again : — 

" Will you tell me how you left the Britannia , and 
why you are in Australia ? ” 

The same silence, the same impassibility. 

"Listen to me, Ayrton,” continued Glenarvan. 
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“ It is to your interest to speak. Frankness is the only 
resource left to you, and it may stand you in good 
stead. For the last time, I ask you, will you reply 
to my questions ? ” 

Ayrton turned his head towards Glenarvan and 
looked into his eyes. 

“ My Lord,” he said, “ it is not for me to answer. 
Justice may witness against me, but I am not going to 
witness against myself.” 

“ Proof will be easy,” said Glenarvan. 

u Easy, my Lord,” repeated Ayrton in a mocking 
tone. “ Your Honour makes rather a bold assertion 
there, it seems to me. For my own part, I venture to 
affirm that the best judge in the Temple would be 
puzzled what to make of me. Who will say why 1 
came to Australia, when Captain Grant is not here to 
tell ? Who will prove that I am the Ben Joyce 
placarded by the police, when the police have never 
had me in their hands, and my companions are at 
liberty ? Who can damage me except yourself, by 
bringing forward a single crime against me, or even a 
blameable action ? Who will affirm that I intended to 
take possession of this ship and deliver it into the 
hands of the convicts ? No one, I tell you, no one. 
You have your suspicions, but you need certainties to 
condemn a man, and certainties you have none. Until 
there is a proof to the contrary, I am Ayrton, quarter- 
master of the Britannia 

Ayrton had become animated, while he was speak- 
ing, but soon relapsed into his former indifference. He, 
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no doubt, expected that his reply would close the 
examination, but Glenarvan commenced again, and 
said : — 

t€ Ayrton, I am not a Crown prosecutor charged 
with your indictment. That is no business of mine. 

It is important that our respective situations should be 
clearly defined. I am not asking you anything that 
could compromise you. That is for justice to do. But 
you know what I am searching for, and a single word 
may put me on the track I have lost. Will you 
speak ? 39 

Ayrton shook his head like a man determined to he 
silent. 

“ Will you tell me where Captain Grant is ?” asked 
Glenarvan. 

“ No, my Lord/* replied Ayrton. 

“Will you tell me where the Britannia was 
wrecked?” 

“ No, neither the one nor the other.” 

“ Ayrton/’ said Glenarvan in almost beseeching 
tones, (i if you know where Harry Grant is, will you, at 
least, tell his poor children, who are waiting for you to 
speak the word ? 33 

Ayrton hesitated. His features contracted, and 
he muttered in a low voice, <c I cannot, my 
Lord.” 

Then he added with vehemence, as if reproaching 
'himself for a momentary weakness, 

“ No ! I will not speak. Have me hanged if you 
choose ! ” 
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“ Hanged ! ” exclaimed Glenarvan, overcome by a 
sudden feeling of anger. 

But immediately mastering himself, he added in a 
grave voice : — 

“Ayrton, there is neither judge nor executioner here. 
At the first port we touch at, you will be given up into 
the hands of the English authorities/’ 

“That is what I demand/* was the quartermaster’s 
reply. 

Then he turned away and quietly walked back to 
his cabin, which served as his prison. Two sailors 
kept guard at the door with orders to watch his slightest 
movement. The witnesses of this examination retired 
from the scene indignant and despairing. 

As Glenarvan could make no way against Ayrton’s 
obstinacy, what was to be done now ? Plainly no 
course remained but to carry out the plan formed at 
Eden, of returning to Europe and giving up for the time 
this unsuccessful enterprise, for the traces of the 
Britannia seemed irrevocably lost, and the document 
did not appear to allow any fresh interpretation. On 
the 37th parallel there was not even another country, 
and the Duncan had only to turn and go back. 

After Glenarvan had consulted his friends, he talked 
over the question of returning, more particularly with 
the captarn. John examined the coal bunkers, and 
found there was only enough to last fifteen days longer 
at the outside. It was necessary, therefore, to put in 
at the nearest port for a fresh supply. 

John proppsed that he should steer for the Bay of 
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Talcahuano, where the Duncan had once before been 
revictualled before she commenced her voyage of circum- 
navigation. It was a direct route across, and lay 
exactly along the 37th parallel. From thence the yacht, 
being amply provisioned, might go south, double Cape 
Horn, and get back to Scotland by the Atlantic 
route. 

This plan was adopted, and orders were given to the 
engineer to get up the steam. Half-an-hour afterwards 
jjje beak-head of the yacht was turned towards Talca- 
huano, over a sea worthy of being called the Pacific, and 
at six p.m. the last mountains of New Zealand had 
disappeared in warm, hazy mist on the horizon. 

The return voyage was fairly commenced. A sad 
vovage, for the courageous search party to come back 
to the port without bringing home Harry Grant with 
them! The crew, so joyous at departure and so 
hopeful, were coming back to Europe defeated and 
discouraged. There was not one among the brave 
fellows whose heart did not swell at the thought of 
seeing his own country once more ; and yet there was 
not one among them either who would not have been 
willing to brave the perils of the sea for a long time 
still if they could but find Captain Grant. 

Consequently, the hurrahs which greeted the return 
of Lord Glenarvan to the yacht soon gave place to 
dejection. Instead of the close intercourse which had 
'formerly existed among the passengers, and the lively 
conversations which had cheered the voyage, each one 
kept apart from the others in the solitude of his own 
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cabin, and it was seldom that any one appeared on the 
deck of the Duncan . 

Paganel, who generally shared in an exaggerated 
form the feelings of those about him, whether painful 
or joyous — a man who could have invented hope if 
necessary — even Paganel was gloomy and taciturn. He 
was seldom visible; his natural loquacity and French 
vivacity gave place to silence and dejection. He seemed 
even more downhearted than his companions. If 
Glenarvan spoke at all of renewing the search, he shoot 
his head like a man who has given up all hope, and 
whose convictions concerning the fate of the ship- 
wrecked men appeared settled. It was quite evident 
he believed them irrevocably lost. 

And yet there was a man on board who could hau 
spoken the decisive word, and refused to break Iik 
silence. This was Ayrton. There was no doubt the 
fellow knew, if not the present whereabouts of tin 
captain, at least the place of shipwreck. But it wa^ 
evident that were Grant found, he would be a witness 
against him. Hence his persistent silence, which guw 
rise to great indignation on board, especially among tin 
crew, who would have liked to deal summarily with him. 

Glenarvan repeatedly renewed his attempts with the 
quartermaster, but promises and threats were alik< 
useless. Ayrton's obstinacy was so great, and ><> 
inexplicable, that the Major began to believe he had 
nothing to reveal. His opinion was shared, moreover, 
by the geographer, as it corroborated his own notion 
about Harry Grant. 
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But if Ayrton knew nothing, why did he not confess 
his ignorance? It could not be turned against him. 
His silence increased the difficulty of forming any new 
plan. Was the presence of the quartermaster on the 
Australian continent a proof of Henry Grant’s being 
there ? It was settled that they must get this informa- 
tion out of Ayrton, cost what it might. 

Lady Helena, seeing her husband’s ill success, asked 
his permission to try her powers against the obstinacy 
*4* the quartermaster. When a man had failed, a 
woman perhaps, with her gentle influence, might suc- 
ceed. Is there not a constant repetition going on of 
the story of the fable where the storm, blow as it will, 
cannot tear the cloak from the shoulders of the traveller, 
while the first warm rays of sunshine make him throw 
it oft’ immediately ? 

Glenarvan, knowing his young wife’s good sense, 
allowed her to act as she pleased. 

The same day (the 5th of March), Ayrton was con- 
ducted to Lady Helena’s saloon. Mary Grant was to 
be present at the interview, for the influence of the 
young girl might be considerable, and Lady Helena 
would not lose any chance of success. 

For a whole hour the two ladies were closeted with 
the quartermaster, but nothing transpired about their 
interview. What had been said, what arguments they 
used to win the secret from the convict, or what 
questions were asked, remained unknow n ; but w hen 
they left Ayrton, they did not seem to have succeeded, 
as the expression on their faces denoted discouragement. 
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In consequence of this, when the quartermaster 
was being taken back to his cabin, the sailors met him 
with violent menaces. He took no notice except by 
shrugging his shoulders, which so increased their rage, 
that John Mangles and Glenarvan had to interfere, and 
could only repress it with difficulty. 

But Lady Helena would notown herself vanquished. 
She resolved to struggle to the last with this pitiless 
man, and went next day herself to his cabin to avoid 
exposing him again to the vindictiveness of the crew. ^ 

The good and gentle Scotch woman stayed alone 
with the convict leader for two long hours. Glenarvan 
in a state of extreme nervous anxiety, remained outside 
the cabin, alternately resolved to exhaust completely this 
last chance of success, alternately resolved to rush in 
and snatch his wife from so painful a situation. 

But this time when Lady Helena reappeared, her 
look was full of hope. Had she succeeded in extract- 
ing the secret, and awakening in that adamant heart ^ 
last faint touch of pity ? 

McNabbs, w ho first saw her, could not restrain a 
gesture of incredulity. 

However the report soon spread among the sailors 
that the quartermaster had yielded to the persuasions 
of Lady Helena. The effect was electrical. The entire 
crew assembled on deck far quicker than Tom Austin’s 
whistle could have brought them together. 

Glenarvan had hastened up to his wife and eagerly 
asked : — 

“ Has he spoken ? ” 
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“ No,” replied Lady Helena, “ but he has yielded to 
my entreaties, and wishes to see you.” 

tc Ah, dear Helena, you have succeeded ! ” 

“ I hope so, Edward.” 

“Have you made him any promise that I must 
ratify?” 

“ Only one ; that you will do all in your power to 
mitigate his punishment.” 

“Very well, dear Helena. Let Ayrton come imme- 
diately.” 

Lady Helena retired to her cabin with Mary Grant, 
and the quartermaster was brought into the saloon 
where Lord Glonarvan was expecting him. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

A 15ARGAIN. 

As soon as the quartermaster was brought into the 
presence of Lord Glenarvan, his keepers withdrew. 

“ You wanted to speak to me, Ayrton ? ” said 
Glenarvan. 

“ Yes, my Lord/’ replied the quartermaster. 

“ Did you wish for a private interview ? ” 

“ Yes, but I think if Major McNabbs and Mr. 
Paganel were present it would be better.” 

“ For whom r 93 
For myself.” 

Ayrton spoke quite calmly and firmiy. Glenarvan 
looked at him for an instant, and then sent to summon 
McNabbs and Paganel, who came at once. 

“We are all ready to listen to you,” said Glen* 
arvan, when his two friends had taken their place at the 
saloon table. 

Ayrton collected himself lor an instant, and then 
said : — 

“ My Lord, it is usual for witnesses to be present 
at every contract or transaction between two parties- 



‘We arc nU ready to lieten to you/ eaid OUnuvrvan. when hia two (Herds 
bad token their places at the saloon table/*— P. 220. 
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That is why I desired the presence of Messrs. Paganel 
an d McNabbs, for it is properly speaking, a bargain 
which I propose to make.” 

Glenarvan, accustomed to Ayrton’s ways, exhibited 
no surprise, though any bargaining between this man 
and himself seemed strange. 

“ What is the bargain r ” he said. 
u This,” replied Ayrton. “ You wish to obtain from 
mc certain facts which may be useful to you. I wish 
to obtain from you certain advantages which would be 
valuable to me. It is giving for giving, my Lord. Do 
you agree to this or not ? ” 

« What arc the facts ? ” asked Paganel eagerly. 

“ No,” said Glenarvan. “ What are the advan- 
tages r 

Avrton bowed in token that lv: understood Glenar- 
van’s distinction. 

“ These,” he said, “ arc the advantages I ask. It 
is still your intention, I suppose, to deliver me up to 
the English authorities ? ” 

“ Yes, Ayrton, it is only justice.” 

<<\ don’t say it is not,” replied the quartermaster 
quietly. “ Then of course you would never consent to 
*et me at liberty.” 

Glenarvan hesitated before replying to a question so 
plainly put. On the answer he gave, perhaps the fate 
Harry Grant might depend ! 

However, a feeling of duty towards human justice 
compelled him to say, 

“No, Ayrton, I cannot set you at liberty.” 
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“ I do not ask it,” said the quartermaster proudly. 

“Then, what is it you want ? ” 

“ A middle place, my Lord, between the gibbet that 
awaits me and the liberty which you cannot grant me.” 

“And that is ” 

“To allow me to be left on one of the uninhabited 
islands of the Pacific, with such things as are absolute 
necessaries. I will manage as best I can, and will 
repent if I have time.” 

Glenarvan, quite unprepared for such a proposal 
looked at his two friends in silence. But after a brief 
reflection, he replied : — 

“Ayrton, if I agree to your request, you will tell 
me all. I have an interest in knowing.” 

“Yes, my Lord, that is to say, all I know about 
Captain Grant and the Britannia 

“The whole truth ? ” 

“ The whole.” 

“But what guarantee have I ? ” 

“Oh, I see what you are uneasy about. You need 
a guarantee for me, for the truth of a criminal. That's 
natural. But what can you have under the circum- 
stances? There is no help for it, you must either take 
my offer or leave it.” 

“ I will trust to you, Ayrton,” said Glenarvan 
simply. 

“ And you do right, my Lord. Besides, if l deceive 
you, vengeance is in your own power.” 

“ How ? ” 

“ You can come and take me again from where you 
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left me, as I shall have no means of getting away from 
the island.” 

Ayrton had an answer for everything. He antici- 
pated the difficulties and furnished unanswerable argu- 
ments against himself. It was evident he intended 
to affect perfect good faith in the business. It was 
impossible to show more .complete confidence. And 
yet he was prepared to go still further in disinterested- 
ness . 

“ My Lord and gentlemen,” he added, “ I wish to 
convince you of the fact that I am playing cards on the 
table, I have no wish to deceive you, and I am going 
to give you a fresh proof of my sincerity in this matter. 

T deal frankly with you, because I reckon on your 
honour.” 

“ Speak, Ayrton,” said Glenarvan. 

" My Lord, I have not your promise yet to accede 
to my proposal, and yet I do not scruple to tell you, 
that I know very little about Harry Grant.” 

“ Very little,” exclaimed Glenarvan. 

“ Yes, my Lord, the details I am in a position to 
give you relate to myself. They are entirely personal, 
and will not do much to help you to recover the lost 
traces of Captain Grant.” 

Keen disappointment was depicted on the faces of 
Glenarvan and the Major. They thought the quarter- 
master in the possession of an important secret, and 
he declared that his communications would be very nearly 
barren. Paganel’s countenance remained unmoved. 

Somehow or other, this avowal of Ayrton, and 
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surrender of himself, so to speak, unconditionally, 
singularly touched his auditors, especially when the 
quartermaster added : — 

“So I tell you beforehand, the bargain will be more 
to my profit than yours.” 

“It does not signify,” replied Glenarvan. “ \ 
accept your proposal, Ayrton. I give you my word to 
land you on one of the islands of the Pacific Ocean.” 

All right, my Lord,” replied the quartermaster. 

Was this strange man glad of this decision ? One 
might have doubted it, for his impassive countenance 
betokened no emotion whatever. It seemed as if he 
were acting for some one else rather than himself. 

“ I am ready to answer/* he said. 

“ We have no questions to put to you,” said 
Glenarvan. “ Tell us all you know, Ayrton, and begin 
by declaring who you are.” 

“ Gentlemen,” replied Ayrton, “ I am really Tout 
Ayrton, the quartermaster of the Britannia. I left 
Glasgow on Harry Grant's ship on the 12th of March, 
1861. For fourteen months I cruised with him in the 
Pacific in search of an advantageous spot for founding 
a Scotch colony. Harry Grant was the man to carry 
out grand projects, but serious disputes often arose 
between us. His temper and mine could not agree. I 
cannot bend, and with Harry Grant, when once his 
resolution is taken, any resistance is impossible, im 
Lord. He has an iron will both for himself and others. 

“ But in spite of that, I dared to rebel, and I tried to 
get the crew to join me, and to take possession of the 
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vessel. Whether I was to blame or not is of no conse- 
quence. Be that as it may, Harry Grant had no 
scruples, and on the 8th of April, 18 62, he left me 
behind on the west coast of Australia.” 

“ Of Australia ! ” said the Major, interrupting 
Ayrton in his narrative. “Then of course you had 
quitted the Britannia before she touched at Callao, which 
was her last date ? ” 

“ Yes,” replied the quartermaster, “ for the Britannia 
did not touch there while I was on board. And how I 
came to speak of Callao at Paddy CPMoore^s farm was, 
that I learnt the circumstance from your recital.” 

“ Go on, Ayrton,” said Glenarvan. 

“ I found myself abandoned on a nearly desert 
coast, but only forty miles from the penal settlement at: 
Perth, the capital of Western Australia. As I was 
wandering there along the shore, I met a band of con- 
victs who had just escaped, and I joined myself to them. 
You will dispense, my Lord, with any account of my 
life for two years and a half. This much, however, I 
must tell you, that I became the leader of the gang, 
under the name of Ben Joyce. In September, 1864, I 
introduced myself at the Irish farm, where I engaged 
myself as a servant in my real name, Ayrton. I waited* 
there, till I should get some chance of seizing a ship. 
This was my one idea. Two months afterwards, the 
Duncan arrived. During .your visit to the farm, yoiv 
related Captain Grant’s history, and I learnt then facts- 
of which I was not previously aware — that the Britannia 
had touched at Callao, and that her latest news was dated 
n. z. 15 
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June, 1862, two months after my disembarkation and 
also about the document, and the loss of the ship 
somewhere along the 37th parallel ; and, lastly, the 
strong reasons you had for supposing Harry Grant was 
on the Australian continent. Without the least hesi- 
tation. I determined to appropriate the Duncan, a match- 
less vessel, able to outdistance the swiftest ships in the 
British Navy. But serious injuries had to be repaired. 
I therefore let it go to Melbourne and joined myself to 
you in my true character as quartermaster, offering to 
guide you to the scene of the shipwreck, fictitiously 
placed by me on the east coast of Australia. It was in 
this way, followed or sometimes preceded by my ganir 
of convicts, I directed your expedition towards the pro. 
vince of Victoria. My men committed a bootless crime 
at Camden Bridge ; since the Duncan , if brought to 
the coast, could not escape me, and with the yacht 
once mine, 1 was master of the ocean. I led you in thb 
way unsuspectingly, as far as the Snowy River. The 
horses and bullocks dropped dead one by one, poisoned 
by the gastrolobium. I dragged the wagon into the 
marshes, where it got half buried. At my instance,— 
but you know the rest, my Lord, and you may be sure 
that but for the blunder of Mr. Paganel, I should now 
command the Duncan . Such is my history, gentlemen. 
My disclosures, unfortunately, cannot put you on the 
track of Harry Grant, and you perceive that you have 
made but a poor bargain by coming to my terms.” 

The quartermaster said no more, but crossed his 
arms in his usual fashion and waited. Glenarvan and 




A Bargain . »7 

his friends kept silence. They felt that this strange 
criminal had spoken the whole truth. He had only 
missed his coveted prize, the Duncan , through a cause 
independent of his will. His accomplices had gone to 
Twofold Bay, as was proved by the convict blouse 
found by Glenarvan. Faithful to the orders of their 
chief, they had kept watch on thq yacht, and at length, 
weary of waiting, had returned to the old haunt of 
robbers and incendiaries in the country parts of New 
South Wales. 

The Major put the first question, his object being to 
verify the dates of the Brita?inia . 

“ You are sure then,” he said, “ that it was on the 
8th of April you were left on the west coast of 
Australia ? ” 

“On that very day,” replied Ayrton. 

“And do you know what projects Harry Grant had 
in view at the time ? ” 

“ In an indefinite way I do.” 

“Say all you can, Ayrton,” said Glenarvan, “the 
least indication may set us in the right course.” 

“I only knew this much, my Lord,” replied the 
quartermaster, “ that Captain Grant intended to visit 
New Zealand. Now, as this part of the programme 
was not carried out while I was on board, it is not 
impossible that on leaving Callao the Britannia went 
to reconnoitre New Zealand. This would agree with 
the date assigned by the document to the shipwreck— 
the 27th of June, 18 6z” 

<( Clearly/* said Paganel. 
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"But," objected Glenarvan, “ there is nothing in 
the fragmentary words in the document that could apply 
to New Zealand.” 

“ That I cannot answer,” said the quartermaster. 

“Well, Ayrton,” said Glenarvan, “you have kept 
your word, and I will keep mine. We have to decide 
now on what island of the Pacific Ocean you are to be 
left.” 

“It matters little, my Lord,” replied Ayrton. 

“ Return to your cabin,” said Glenarvan, “and 
wait our decision.” 

The quartermaster withdrew, guarded by the two 
sailors. 

“That villain might have been a man,” said the 
Major. 

“ Yes,” returned Glenarvan; “ he is a strong, clear- 
headed fellow. Why was it that he must needs turn 
his powers to such evil account?” 

“ But Harry Grant ? ” 

“ I much fear he is irrevocably lost. Poor children! 
Who can tell them where their father is ? ” 

“ I can ! ” replied Pagatiel. “ Yes; I can ! ” One 
could not help remarking that the geographer, so 
loquacious and impatient usually, had scarcely spoken 
during Ayrton's examination. He listened without 
opening his mouth. But this speech of his now was 
worth many others, and it made Glenarvan spring to 
his feet, crying out, 

“You, Paganel ! you know where Captain Grant is?” 

“ Yes, a$ far as can be known." 



“ And how do you know ? ” 

“ From that eternal document.” 

“ Ah t ’* said the Major, in a tone of the most 
profound incredulity. 

“Hear me first, and shrug your shoulders after- 
wards,^ said Paganel. “I did not speak sooner, 
because you would not have believed me. Besides, it 
was useless ; and I only speak to-day because Ayrton’s 
opinion just supports my own.” 

“ Then it is New Zealand ? ” asked Glenarvan. 

“Listen and judge,” replied Paganel. “It is not 
without reasoji, or, rather, I had a reason for making 
the blunder which has saved our lives. When I was in 
the very act of writing the letter to Glenarvan’s dic- 
tation the word Zealand was simmering in my brain. 
This is why. You remember we were in the wagon. 
McNabbs had just apprised Lady Helena about the 
convicts ; he had given her the number of The Australian 
and New Zealand 'Gazette which contained the account 
of the catastrophe at Camden Bridge. Now, just as I 
was writing, the newspaper was lying on the ground, 
folded in such a manner that only two syllables of the 
title were visible; these two syllables were aland . 
What a sudden light flashed on my mind! Aland was 
one of the words in the English document, one that 
hitherto we had translated a terre, and which must 
Jiave been the termination of the proper noun, Zealand 99 

“ Indeed ! 99 said Glenarvan. 

“Yes,” continued Paganel, with profound con- 
| vietion ; “ this meaning had escaped me, and do you 
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know why ? Because my wits were exercised naturally 
on the French document, as it was most complete, and 
in that this important word was wanting.” 

“Oh, oh!” said the Major; “your imagination 
goes too far, Paganel ; and you forget your former 
deductions ” 

“ Go on. Major ; I am ready to answer you,” 

“ Well, then, what do you make of your word 
austra ? ” 

“What it was at first. It merely means, southern 
countries 

“ Well, and this syllable, imli, which was first the 
root of the word Indians, and second the root of the 
word indigenes ? ” 

“Well, the third and last time,” replied Pagand, 
“ it will be the first syllable of the word indigence 

“And eon tin ?” cried McNabbs. “Does that 
still mean continent ? ” 

“No; since New Zealand is only an island.” 

“ What then ?” asked Glenarvan. 

“ Mv dear Lord,” replied Pagancl, “ I am going t" 
translate the document according to my third interpiv 
tation, and you shall judge. I only make two obser- 
vations beforehand. First, forget as much as possible 
preceding interpretations, ami divest your mind of all 
preconceived notions. Second, certain parts may appear 
to you strained, and it is possible that I translate them 
badly ; but they are of no importance : among others, 
the word agonic, which chokes me; but I cannot Ibu! 
any other explanation. Besides, my interpretation was 
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founded on the French document ; and don't forget it 
was written by an Englishman, who could not be 
familiar with the idioms of the French language. Now 
then, having said this much, I will begin." 

And slowly articulating each syllable, he repeated 
the following sentences : — 

<c Le 27th Juin , 1862, le trois-mats Britannia , de 
Glasgow, a sombre apres une longue agonie dans les 
mers australes sur les cotes de la Nouvelle Z blonde — 
in English, Zealand . Deux matelots et le Capitaine 
Grant ont pu y aborder. La, contin uellement en prok 

il une cruelle indigence, ils ont jetece document par 

de /cwgitude et 37° u' de /aritude. Venez d leur 
sec ours, ou ils sent perdus ! ” * 

Paganel stopped. His interpretation was admis- 
sible. But precisely because it appeared as likely as 
the preceding, it might be as false. Glenarvan and the 
Major did not then try and discuss it. However, since 
no traces of the Britannia had yet been met with, either 
on the Patagonian or Australian coasts, at the points 
where these countries are crossed by the 37th parallel, 
the chances were in favour of New Zealand. 

“Now, Paganel,” said Glenarvan, “will you tell 
me why you have kept this interpretation secret for 
nearly two months ? ” 

* On the 27th of June, 1862, the threc-mast vessel /tri/annur, of 
Glasgow, has foundered after a long agotiif in the Southern Seas, on the 
toast of New Zealand. Two sailors and Captain Grant have succeeded in 
landing. Continually a prey to cruel indigence, they have thrown this 

document into the sea in longitude and 37 0 n' latitude. Come to 

their help, or they are lost. 
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“ Because I did not wish to buoy you up again with 
vain hopes. Besides, we were going to Auckland, to 
the very spot indicated by the latitude of the document.” 

“But since then, when we were dragged out of the 
route, why did you not speak ? ” 

“Because, however just the interpretation, it could 
do nothing for the deliverance of the captain.” 

“ Why not, Paganel ? ” 

“ Because, admitting that the captain was wrecked 
on the New Zealand coast, now that two years have 
passed and he has not reappeared, he must have perished 
by shipwreck or by the New Zealanders.” 

“ Then you are of opinion,” said Glenarvan, 
“ that ” 

“ That vestiges of the wreck might be found; but 
that the survivors of the Britannia have, beyond doubt, 
perished.” 

“ Keep all this silent, friends,” said Glenarvan, 
“ and let me choose a fitting moment to communicate 
these sad tidings to Captain Grant's children.” 
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CHAPTER XX. 

A CRY IN THE NIGHT. 

The crew soon heard that no light had been thrown on 
the situation of Captain Grant by the revelations of 
Ayrton, and it caused profound disappointment, for 
they had counted on the quartermaster, and the 
quartermaster knew nothing which could put the 
Duncan on the right track. 

The yacht therefore continued her course. They 
had yet to select the island for Ayrton's banishment. 

Paganel and John Mangles consulted the charts 
on board, and exactly on the 37th parallel found a little 
isle marked by the name of Maria Theresa, a sunken 
rock in the middle of the Pacific Ocean, 3500 miles 
fiom the Americat? coast, and 1500 miles from New 
Zealand. The nearest land on the north was the 
Archipelago of Pomotou, under the protectorate of 
' Prance; on the south, there was nothing but the eternal 
ice-belt of the Polar Sea. No ship would come to 
reconnoitre this solitary isle. No echoes from the 
world would ever reach it. The storm birds only would 
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rest awhile on it during their long flight, and in many 
charts the rock was not even marked. 

If ever complete isolation was to be found on earth, 
it was on this little out-of-the-way island. Ayrton was 
informed of its situation, and expressed his willingness 
to live there apart from his fellows. The head of the 
vessel was in consequence turned towards it imme- 
diately. 

Two days later, at two o'clock, the man on watch 
signalled land on the horizon. This was Maria Theresa, 
a low, elongated island, scarcely raised above the waves, 
and looking like an enormous whale. It was still thirty 
miles distant from the yacht, but her stem was rapidly 
cutting her way over the water at the rate of sixteen 
knots an hour. 

Gradually the form of the island grew more dis- 
tinct on the horizon. The orb of day sinking in tin 
west, threw up its peculiar outlines in sharp relief. A 
few peaks of no great elevation stood out here and 
there, tipped with sunlight. 

At five o'clock John Mangles could discern a light 
smoke rising from it. 

“Is it a volcano, Paganel ? " he asked, who \\b 
gazing at this new land through his telescope. 

“ I don't know what to think/' replied the geo- 
grapher; “Maria Theresa is a spot little known ; never- 
theless, it would not be surprising if its origin were due 
to some submarine upheaval, and consequently it mav Ik 
volcanic/* 

“ But ir/that case," said Glenarvan, “is there not 
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reason to fear that if an eruption produced it, an 
eruption may carry it away ? ” 

“That is not possible,” replied Paganel. “We 
know of its existence for several centuries, which is our 
security. When the Isle Julia emerged from the 
Mediterranean, it did not remain long above the waves, 
and disappeared a few months after its birth.” 

“Very good,” said Glenarvan. “Do you think, 
John, we can get there to-night? ” 

“ No, your Honour, I must not risk the Duncan in 
the dark, for I am unacquainted with the coast. I will 
keep under steam, but go very slowly, and to-morrow 
at daybreak, we can send off a boat.” 

At eight o'clock in the morning Maria Theresa, 
though five miles to leeward, appeared only an elongated 
shadow, scarcely visible. The Duncan was always 
getting nearer. 

At nine o'clock, a bright glare became visible, and 
ilatnes shot up through the darkness. The light was 
steady and continued. 

“ That confirms the supposition of a volcano,” said 
Paganel, observing it attentively. 

“ Yet,” replied John Mangles, “at this distance we 
ought to hear the noise which always accompanies an 
eruption, and the east wind brings no sound whatever 
to our ear.” 

“That's true,” said Paganel. “It is a volcano 
that blazes, but does not speak. The gleam seems 
intermittent too sometimes, like that of a light- 
house.” 
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“You are right/' said John Mangles, “and yet we 
are not on a lighted coast.” 

“Ah!” he exclaimed, “another fire! On the 
shore this time ! Look! It moves! It has changed 
its place ! ” 

John was not mistaken. A fresh fire had appeared, 
which seemed to die out now and then, and suddenly 
flare up again. 

“ Is the island inhabited then ? ” said Glenar- 
van. 

“By savages, evidently,” replied Paganel. 

“But in that case, we cannot leave the quarter- 
master there.” 

“ No,” replied the Major, “ he would be too bad a 
gift even to bestow on savages.” 

“ We must find some other uninhabited island/ 
said Glenarvan, who could not help smiling at the 
delicacy of McNabbs. “ I promised Ayrton his life, and 
I mean to keep my promise.” 

“ At all events, don't let us trust them,” added 
Paganel. “ The New Zealanders have the barbarous 
custom of deceiving ships by moving lights, like the 
wreckers on the Cornish coast in former times. Now, 
the natives of Maria Theresa may have heard of this 
proceeding.” 

“ Keep her off* a point,” called out John to tin* 
man at the helm. “To-morrow at sunrise we shall 
know what we're about.” 

At 11 o'clock, the passengers and John Mangles 
retired to their cabins. In the forepart of the yacht the 
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man on watch was pacing the deck, while aft, there was 
I10 one hut the man at the wheel. 

At this moment Mary Grant and Robert came on 
the poop. 

The two children of the captain, leaning over the 
rail gazed sadly at the phosphorescent waves and the 
luminous wake of the Duncan . Mary was thinking of 
her brother's future, and Robert of his sister's. Their 
father was uppermost in the minds of both. Was this 
idolized parent still in existence ? Must they give him 
up? But no, for what would life be without him? 
What would become of them without him ? What 
would have become of them already, but for Lord 
Glenarvan and Lady Helena ? 

The young boy, old above his years through trouble, 
divined the thoughts that troubled his sister, and taking 
her hand in his own, said : — 

“Mfry, we must never despair. Remember the 
lessons our father gave us. Keep your courage up and 
no matter what befalls you. Let us show this obstinate 
courage which can rise above everything. Up to this 
time, sister, you have been working for me, it is my 
turn now, and I will work for you." 

“Dear Robert ! " replied the young girl. 

“ 1 must tell you something," resumed Robert. 
“ You mustn't be vexed, Mary ? " 

, “Why should I be vexed, my child? " 

“ And you will let me do it ? ' * 

“What do you mean? " said Mary, getting uneasy. 
“Sister, I am going to be a sailor ! " 
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“You are going to leave me ! ” cried the younjr 
girl, pressing her brothers hand. 

“Yes, sister, I want to be a sailor like my father 
and Captain John. Mary, dear Mary, Captain John 
has not lost all hope, he says. You have confidence 
in his devotion to us, and so have I. He is going to 
make a grand sailor of me some day, he has promised 
me he will ; and then we are going to look for our 
father together. Tell me you are willing, sister mine. 
What our father would have done for us, it is our duty, 
mine, at least, to do for him. My life has one purpose 
to which it should be entirely consecrated — that is to 
search, and never cease searching for my father who 
would never have given us up ! Ah, Mary, how good 
our father was ! >y 

“And $0 noble, so generous ! ” added Mary. “Do 
you know, Robert, he was already a glory to our 
country, and that he would have been numbered 
among her great men if fate had not arrested his 
course/* 

“ Yes, I know it/* said Robert. 

Mary put her arm round the boy, and hugged him 
fondly as he felt her tears fall on his forehead. 

“ Mary, Mary/* he cried, “ it doesn't matter what 
our friends say, l still hope, and will always hope. A 
man like my father doesn't die till he has finished his 
work/* 

Mary Grant could not reply. Sobs choked her 
voice. A thousand feelings struggled in her breast at 
the news that fresh attempts were about to be made to 
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recover Harry Grant, and that the devotion of the 
captain was so unbounded. 

"And does Mr. John still hope? ” she asked. 

"Yes,” replied Robert. "He is a brother that will 
never forsake us, never ! I will be a sailor, you’ll say 
yes, won’t you, sister? and let me join him in looking 
for my father. I am sure you are willing.” 

"Yes, l am willing,” said Mary. " But the sepa- 
ration ! ” she murmured. 

" You will not be alone, Mary, I know that. My 
friend John told me so. Lady Helena will not let you 
leave her. You are a woman ; you can and should 
accept her kindness. To refuse would be ungrateful, 
but a man, my father has said a hundred times, must 
make his own way.” 

" But what will become of our own dear home in 
Dundee, so full of memories ? ” 

"We will keep it, little sister ! All that is settled, 
and settled so well, by our friend John, and also by Lord 
Glenarvan. He is to keep you at Malcolm Castle as if 
you were his daughter. My Lord told my friend John 
so, and he told me. You will be at home there, and 
have some one to speak to abaut our father, while you 
are waiting till John and I bring him hack to you some 
day. Ah, what a grand day that will be ! ” exclaimed 
Robert, his face glowing with enthusiasm. 

"My boy, my brother,” replied Mary, "how happy 
my father would be, if he could hear you. How much 
you are like him, dear Robert, like our dear, dear father. 
When you grow up, you’ll be just himself.” 
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“ I hope I may,” said Robert, blushing with filial 
and sacred pride. 

“ But how shall we requite Lord and Lady Glenar- 
van ? ” said Mary Grant. 

“ Oh, that will not be difficult,” replied Robert, 
with boyish confidence. “We will love and revere 
them, and we will tell them so ; and we will give them 
plenty of kisses, and some day, when we can get the 
chance, we will die for them.” 

“WV 1 I live for them, on the contrary,” replied 
the young girl, covering her brother’s forehead with 
kisses. “ They will like that better, and so shall 
I.” 

The two children then relapsed into silence, gazing 
out into the dark night, and giving way to long reveries, 
interrupted occasionally by a question or remark from 
the one to the other. A long swell undulated the sur- 
face of the calm sea, and the screw turned up a lumi- 
nous furrow in the darkness. 

A strange and altogether supernatural incident now 
occurred. The brother and sister, by some of those 
magnetic communications which link souls mysteriously 
together, were the subjects at the same time and the 
same instant of the same hallucination. 

Out of the midst of these waves, with their alterna- 
tions of light and shadow, a deep, plaintive voice sent 
up a erv, the tones of which thrilled through every 
fibre of their being. 

“ Come ! come ! ” were the words which fell on their 


ears. 
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They both started up and leant over the railing, 
and peered into the gloom with questioning eves. 

“Mary, you heard that ? You heard that? ” cried 
Robert. 

But they saw nothing but the long shadow which 
stretched before them. 

“ Robert/' said Mary, pale with emotion, “ I thought 

yes, I thought as you did, that We 

must both be ill with lever, Robert.*' 

A second time the cry reached them, and this time 
the illusion was so great, that they both exclaimed 
simultaneously : — 

“ My father ! My father ! " 

It was too much lor Mary. Overcome with emotion, 
sir- fell fainting in Robert’s arms. 

“Help!” shouted Robert. “My sister! my 
lather! Help! help!” 

The man, at the wheel darted forward to lift up the 
i» irl. The sailors on watch ran to assist, and John 
Mangles, Lady Helena, and Glenarvan were hastily 
roused from sleep. 

“ Mv sister is dying, and mv father is there ! ” 
oulainied Robert, pointing to the waves. 

1 hey were wholly at a loss to understand him. 

“Yes!” he repeated, “my father is there! i 
heard my father's voice ; Mary heard it too ! ” 

Just at that moment, Mary Grant recovering con- 
dousness, but wandering and excited, called out, 

“ My father ! my father is there ! ” 

And the poor girl started up, and leaning over the 
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side of the yacht, wanted to throw herself im () 
the sea. , 

" My Lord— Lady Helena ! ” she exclaimed, clasping 
her hands, “ I tell you my father is there ! I can declare 
that I heard his voice come out of the waves like a wail, 
as if it were a last adieu.” 

The poor girl went off again into convulsions and 
spasms, which became so violent that she had to In- 
carried to her cabin, where Lady Helena lavished ru n 
care on her. Robert kept on repeating, 

“My father ! my father is there! I am sure ol it 
my Lord ! ” 

The spectators of this painful scene saw that tin 
captain's children were labouring under an hallucina- 
tion. But how were they to be undeceived ? 

“ Glenarvan made an attempt, however. IK tc.uk 
Robert's hand, and said, 

“ You say you heard your father's voice, mv dear 
boy ? ” 

“ Yes, my Lord ; there, in the middle of the waves 
He cried out, ‘ Come ! come ! ? ” 

“ And <lid you recognize his voice ? ” 

“ Yes, 1 recognized it immediately. Yes, yes; I 
can swear to it ! My sister heard it, and recognized it 
as well. How could we both be deceived ? Mv Lord, 
do let us go to my father’s help. A boat ! a boat!' 

Glenarvan saw it was impossible to undeceive the 
poor boy, but he tried once more by saying to the iw' 
at the wheel. 

“Hawkins/* he said, “you were at the M R, d. 
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werc you not, when Miss Mary was so strangely 

attacked ? ** 

“Yes, your Honour/* replied Hawkins. 

“ And you heard nothing, and saw nothing? *’ 

" Nothing/* 

“Now, Robert, see.** 

« If it had been Hawkins's father/* returned the 
\ )0 y 9 with indomitable energy, “ Hawkins would not 
say he had heard nothing. It was my father, my 
Lord ! my father, my father.*’ 

Sobs choked his voice ; he became pale and silent, 
and presently fell down insensible, like his sister. 

Glenarvan had him carried to his bed, where he lay 
in a deep swoon. 

“ poor orphans/* said John Mangles. “ It is a 
terrible trial they have to bear ! ** 

“ Yes/* said Glenarvan ; “ excessive grief has pro- 
duced the same hallucination in both of them and at 
the same time.** 

“In both of them!** muttered Paganel ; “ that*s 
strange, and pure science would say inadmissible.** 

He leaned over the side of the vessel, and listened 
attentively, making a sign to the rest to keep still. 

But profound silence reigned around. Paganel 
shouted his loudest. No response came. 

“It is strange/* repeated the geographer, going 
h^ck to his cabin. u Close sympathy in thought and 
grief does not suffice to explain this phenomenon.** 

Next day, March 4th, at 5 a.m., at dawn, the 
passengers, including Mary and Robert, who would not 
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stay behind, were all assembled on the poop, each one 
eager to examine the land they had only caught a 
glimpse of the night before. 

The yacht was coasting along the island at the 
distance of about a mile, and its smallest details could 
be seen by the eye. 

Suddenly Robert gave a loud cry, and exclaimed he 
could see two men running about and gesticulating 
and a third was waving a flag. 

“The Union Jack,” said John Mangles, who had 
caught up a spy-glass. 

“True enough!” said Paganel, turning sharplv 
round towards Robert. 

“ My Lord,” said Robert, trembling with emotion. 
“ if you don't want me to swim to the shore, let a boat 
be lowered. Oh, my Lord, I implore you to let me he 
the first to land.” 

No one dared to speak. What ! on this little isle, 
crossed by the 37th parallel, there were three men, 
shipwrecked Englishmen ! Instantaneously, every one 
thought of the voice heard bv Robert and Mary the 
preceding night. The children were right, perhaps, i r 
the affirmation. The sound of a voice might have 
reached them, but this voice — was it their father’s: 
No, alas ! most assuredly no. And as they thought of 
the dreadful disappointment that awaited them, they 
trembled lest this new trial should crush them com- 
pletely. But who could stop them from going on 
shore ? Lord Glcnarvan had not the heart to do it. 

“ Lower a boat,” he called out. 





“ A piercing cry broke from MarvN l»u*. • My father : * »he exoiaiiuo 
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Another minute and the boat was ready. The two 
children of Captain Grant, Glenarvan, John Mangles, 
and Paganel, rushed into it, and six sailors, who rowed 
so vigorously, that they were presently almost close to 
the shore. 

At ten fathoms' distance a piercing cry broke from 
Mary's lips. 

“ My father! " she exclaimed. 

A man was standing on the beach, between two 
others. His tall, powerful form, and his physiognomy, 
with its mingled expression of boldness and gentleness, 
bore a resemblance both to Mary and Robert. This 
was indeed the man the children had so often described. 
Their hearts had not deceived them. This was their 
father, Captain Grant ! 

The captain had heard Mary's cry, for he held out 
his arms, and fell flat on the sand, as if struck by a 
thunderbolt. 
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CHAPTER XXL 

ISLK TABOR. 

Joy' does not kill, for both father and children recovered 
before they had reached the yacht. The scene which 
followed, who can describe ? Language fails. The 
whole crew wept aloud at the sight of these thru 
clasped together in a close, silent embrace. 

The moment Harry Grant came on deck he knelt 
down reverently. The pious Scotchman’s first act on 
touching the yacht, which to him was the soil of in 
native land, was to return thanks to the God of hi 
deliverance. Then, turning to Lady Helena and Lord 
Glenarvan and his companions, he thanked them in 
broken words, for his heart w as too full to speak. Dim 
the short passage from the isle to the yacht, his children 
had given him a brief sketch of the Dmican’s history. 

What an immense debt he owed to this noble lady 
and her friends ! From Lord Glenarvan, down to the 
lowest sailor on board, bow all had struggled and 
suffered for him! Harry Grant expressed his gratitude 
with such simplicity and nobleness, his manly face 
suffused with pure and sweet emotion, that the whole 
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crew felt amply reeompensed for the trials they had 
undergone. Even the impassible Major himself felt a 
tear steal down his cheek in spite of all his self-com- 
mand ; while the good, simple Pagancl cried like a 
child, who does not care who sees his tears. 

Marry Grant could not take his eyes off his daughter, 
lie thought her beautiful, charming; and he not only 
said so to himself, but repeated it aloud, and appealed 
to Lady Helena for confirmation of his opinion, as if to 
convince himself that lie was not blinded by his paternal 
affection. His boy, too, came in for admiration. “How 
he has grown ! he is a man ! ” was his delighted ex- 
clamation. And he covered the two children so dear 
to him with the kisses he had been heaping up for them 
-luring his two years of absence. 

Robert then presented all his friends successively, 
md found means always to vary the formula of intro- 
duction, though he had to siv the same thing about 
eaeli. The fact was, each and all had been perfect in 
the children’s eyes. 

John Mangles blushed like a child when his turn 
came, and his voice trembVd as he spoke to Mary’s 
lather. 

Lady Helena gave Captain Grant a narrative ot the 
voyage, and made him proud nf his son and daughter. 
She told him of the young hero’s exploits, and how the 
lad had already paid back part of the paternal debt to 
Lord Glenarvan. John Mangles sang Mary’s praises 
in such terms, that Harry Grant, acting on a hint from 
Lady Helena, put his daughter’s hand into that of the 
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brave young captain, and turning to Lord and Lady 
Glenarvan, said, 

“My Lord, and you, Madam, also give your bless- 
ing to our children.” 

When everything had been said and re-said over 
and over again, Glenarvan informed Marry Grant about 
Ayrton. Grant confirmed the quartermaster’s con- 
fession, as far as his disembarkation on the coast of 
Australia was concerned. 

“ He is an intelligent, intrepid man,” he added, 
"whose passions have led him astray. May reflection 
and repentance bring him to a better mind ! ” 

But before Ayrton was transferred, Harry Gram 
wished to do the honours of his rock to his friends. 
He invited them to visit his wooden house, and dine 
with him in Robinson Crusoe fashion. 

Glenarvan and his friends accepted the invitation moM 
willingly. Robert and Mary were eagerly longing to 
see the solitary house where their father had so often 
wept at the thought of them. 

A boat was manned, and the captain and his two 
children, Lord and Lady Glenarvan, the Major, John 
Mangles, and Pagan cl landed on the shores of the 
island. 

A few hours sufficed to explore the whole domain ol 
Harry Grant. It was in fact the summit of a sub- 
marine mountain, a plateau composed of basaltic rocks 
and volcanic debris. During the geological epochs of 
the earth, this mountain had gradually emerged from 
the depths of the Pacific, through the action of subter- 
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ranean fires, but for ages back, the volcano had been a 
peaceful mountain, and the filled-up crater, an island 
rising out of the liquid plain. Then soil formed. The 
vegetable kingdom took possession of this new land. 
Several whalers landed domestic animals there in pass- 
ing; goats and pigS which multiplied and ran wild, and 
the three kingdoms of nature were now displayed on 
this island, sunk in mid ocean. 

When the survivors of the shipwrecked Britannia 
took refuge there, the hand of man began to organize 
the efforts of nature. In two years and a half, Harry 
Grant and his two sailors had metamorphosed the 
island. Several acres of well-cultivated land were 
stocked with vegetables of excellent quality. 

The house was shaded by luxuriant gum trees. The 
magnificent ocean stretched before the windows, 
sparkling in the sunlight. Harry Grant had the table 
placed beneath the grand trees, and all the guests seated 
themselves. A hind quarter of a goat, nardou bread, 
several bowls of milk, two or three roots of wild endive, 
and pure fresh water composed the simple repast, worthy 
of the shepherds of Arcadia. 

Pagan el was enchanted. His old fancies about 
Robinson Crusoe revived in full force, “ He is not 
at all to be pitied, that scoundrel, Ayrton ! ” he ex- 
claimed enthusiastically. " This little isle is just a 
f paradise ! 39 

"Yes,” replied Harry Grant, "a paradise to these 
poor, shipwrecked fellows that heaven had pity on, but 
lam sorry that Maria Theresa was not an extensive 
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and fertile island, with a river instead of a stream, 
and port instead of a tiny hay exposed to the open 
sea.” 

“ And why, captain ? ” asked Glenarvan. 

“ Because [ should have made it the foundation of 
the colony with which I mean to dower Scotland.” 

“ Ah, Captain Grant, you have not given up the 
project then which made you so popular in our old 
country.” 

“No, my Lord, and God has only saved me through 
your efforts that I might accomplish my task. My 
poor brothers in old Caledonia, all who are needy must 
have a refuge provided for them in another land against 
their misery, and my dear country must have a colony 
of her own, for herself alone, somewhere in these seas, 
where she may find that independence and comfort she 
so lacks in Europe.” 

“ Ah, that is very true, Captain Grant,” said Luiy 
Helena. “This is a grand project of youts, and 
worthy of a noble heart. But this little isle ” 

“ No, Madam, it is a rock only lit at most to support 
a few settlers; while what we need is a vast country, 
whose virgin soil abounds in untouched stores ul 
wealth.” 

Well, captain,” exclaimed Glenarvan, “ the future 
is ours, and this country we will seek for together.” 

And the two brave Scotchmen joined hands m 
heartv grip and so sealed the compact. 

A general wish was expressed to hear, while they 
were on the. island, the account of the shipwreck of the 
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Britannia, and of the two years spent by the survivors 
in this very place. 

Harry Grant was delighted to gratify their curiosity, 
and commenced his narration forthwith. 

“My story,” he said, “is that of all the Robinson 
Crusoes cast upon an island, with only God and them- 
selves to rely on, and feeling it a duty to struggle for 
life with the elements. 

“ It was during the night of the 26th or 27th of 
June, 1862, that the Britannia, disabled by a six days’ 
storm, struck against the rocks of Maria Theresa. The 
sea was mountains high, and life-boats were useless. 
My unfortunate crew all perished except Bob Learceand 
Joe Bell, who with myself managed to reach shore after 
twenty unsuccessful attempts. 

“The land which received us was only an unin- 
habited island, two miles broad and five long, with 
about thirty trees in the interior, a few meadows, and a 
brook of fresh water, which fortunately never dried up. 
Alone with my sailors, in this corner of the globe, I 
did not despair. I put my trust in God, and accus- 
tomed myself to struggle resolutely for existence. Bob 
and Joe, my brave companions in misfortune, my 
friends, seconded me energetically. 

“ We began like the fictitious Robinson Crusoe ol 
Defoe, our model, by collecting the planks of the ship, 

* the tools, a little powder, and firearms, and a bag of 
precious seeds. The first few days were painful enough, 
but hunting and fishing soon afforded us a sure supply 
<>f food, for wild goats were in abundance in the interior 
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of the island, and marine animals abounded on the 
coast. By dcgrcesMve fell into regular ways and habits 
of life. 

u I had saved my instruments from the wreck, and 
knew exactly the position of the island. I found we 
were out of the route of vessels, and could not be 
rescued unless by some providential chance. I accepted 
our trying lot, composedly, always thinking, however, 
of my dear ones, remembering them every day in my 
prayers, though never hoping to see them again. 

“However we toiled on resolutely, and before long, 
several acres of land were sown with the seed off the 
Britannia ; potatoes, endive, sorrel, and other vegetables 
besides, gave wholesome variety to our daily fare. 
We caught some young kids, which soon grew quite 
tame. We had milk and butter. The nardoii, which 
grew abundantly in dried up creeks, supplied us with 
tolerably substantial bread, and we had no longer am 
fears for our material life. 

“ We had built a log hut with the debris of the 
Britannia , and this was covered over with sail cloth, 
carefully tarred over, and beneath this secure shelter 
the rainy season passed comfortably. Many a plan 
was discussed here, and many a dream indulged in, the 
brightest of which in tins day realized. 

“ I had at first the idea of trying to brave the perils 
of the ocean in a canoe made out of the spars of the 
ship, but 1500 miles lay between us and the nearest 
coast, that is to say the islands of the Archipelago of 
Pomotou. No boat could have stood so long a voyage. 
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I therefore relinquished my scheme, and looked for no 
deliverance except from a divine hand. , 

ec Ah, my poor children ! how often we have stood on 
the top of the rocks and watched the few vessels pass- 
ing in the distance far out at sea. During the whole 
period of our exile, only two or three vessels appeared 
on the horizon, and those only to disappear again 
immediately. Two years and a half were spent in this 
manner. We gave up hoping, but yet did not despair. 

At last early yesterday morning, when I was standing 
on the highest peak of the island, I noticed a light 
smoke rising in the west. It increased, and soon a 
ship appeared in sight. It seemed to be coming 
towards us. But would it not rather steer clear of an 
island where there was no harbour. 

“ Ah, what a day of agony that was ! My heart was 
almost bursting, my comrades kindled a fire on one of 
the peaks. Night came on, but no signal came from 
the yacht. Deliverance was there, however. Were 
we to see it vanish from our eyes ? 

“ I hesitated no longer. The darkness was grow- 
ing deeper. The ship might double the island during 
the night. I jumped into the sea, and attempted to 
make my wav towards it. Hope trebled my strength, 

I cleft the waves with superhuman vigour, and had got 
so near the yacht that I was scarcely thirty fathoms oft' 
when it tacked about. 

» ... 

“ This provoked me to the despairing cry, winch 

only inv two children heard. It was no illusion. 

“ Then I came back to the shore, exhausted and 
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overcome with emotion and fatigue. My two sailors 
received me half dead. It was a horrible night this last 
we spent on the island, and we believed ourselves 
abandoned for ever, when day dawned, and there was 
the yacht sailing nearly alongside, under easy steam. 
Your boat was lowered — we were saved — and, oh, 
wonder of Divine goodness, my children, my beloved 
children, were there holding out their arms to me ! ” 
Robert and Mary almost smothered their father 
with kisses and caresses as he ended his narrative. 

It was now for the first time that the captain heard 
that he owed his deliverance to the somewhat hiero- 
glyphical document which lie had placed in a bottle and 
confided to the mercy of the ocean. 

But what were Jacques PaganePs thoughts during 
Captain Grant's recital ? The worthy geographer was 
turning over in his brain for the thousandth time the 
words of the document. He pondered his three suc- 
cessive interpretations, all of which had proved false. 
How had this island, called Maria Theresa, been indi- 
cated in the papers originally ? 

At last Paganel could contain himself no longer, 
and seizing Harry Grant’s hand, he exclaimed, 

“ Captain ! will you tell me at last what really 
in your indecipherable document?’' 

A general curiosity was excited by this question of 
the geographer, for the enigma which had been for nine 
months ajmystcry was about to be explained. 

“Well, captain," repeated Paganel, “do you re- 
member the precise words of the document ? ” 
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“Exactly,” replied Harry Grant; “and not a day 
has passed without my recalling to memory words with 
which our last hopes were linked.” 

“ And what are they, captain ? ” asked Glenarvan. 
“ Speak, for our amour propre is wounded to the 
quick ? ” 

“ I am ready to satisfy you,” replied Harry Grant ; 
“but, you know, to multiply the chances of safety, I 
had enclosed three documents in the bottle, in three 


different languages. Which is it you wish to hear? ” 

“ They are not identical, then ? ” cried Paganel. 

“ Yes, they are, almost to a word.” 

“Well, then, let us have the French document,” 
replied Glenarvan. “That is the one that was most 
respected by the waves, and the one on which our 
interpretations have been mostly founded.” 

“My Lord, I will give it you word for word,” 
replied Harry Grant. 

“ L e 27 Juin, 1862, le trait-mats Britannia , dc Glas- 
gow, s*cst perdu a (juuize cents lieucs de la Putagonie, 
dans V hemisphere austral. Fortes a terre, deux mateloh 
ct le Ca pit nine Grant ont at feint Pile labor > 


“Oh!” exclaimed Paganel. 

“Ld,” continued Harry Grant, “ continucllement 


cn proie d ime 
par 3/53° de 


cruelle indigence, /A out jete cc document 
longitude et 3? U I 1 ' de latitude, f enez 


a leur sec ours, ou its son l perdu v.” 

At the name Tabor, Paganel had started up hastily, 
and now, unable to restrain himself longer, he called 


out, — 



Isle Tabor . 


256 


“How can it be Isle Tabor? Why, this is Maria 
Theresa ! '' 

“ Undoubtedly, Monsieur Paganel," replied Harry 
Grant. “ It is Maria Theresa on the English and 
German charts, but is named Tabor on the French 
ones ! " 

At this moment a vigorous thump on Paganel's 
shoulder almost bent him double. Truth obliges us to 
say it was the Major that dealt the blow, though 
strangely contrary to his usual strict politeness. 

“ Geographer ! " said McNabbs, in a tone of the 
most supreme contempt. 

But Paganel had not even felt the Major's hand. 
What was that compared to the geographical blow 
which had stunned him ? 

He had been gradually getting nearer the truth, 
however, as he learnt from Captain Grant. lie had 
had almost entirely deciphered the indecipherable docu- 
ment. The names, Patagonia, Australia, New Zealand, 
had appeared to him in turn with absolute certainty. 
Contin, at first continent , had gradually reached its true 
meaning, continue lie . Intli had successively signified 
indiens , indigenes, and at last the right word was found 
— indigence . But one mutilated word, abor, had baffled 
the geographer's sagacity. Paganel had persisted in 
making it the root of the verb aborder, and it turned 
out to be a proper name, the French name of the Isle 
Tabor, the isle which had been a refuge for the ship- 
wrecked sailors of the Britannia . It was difficult to 
avoid falling Into the error, however, for on the English 
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planispheres on the Duncan , the little isle was marked 
Maria Theresa. 

“No matter ! ” cried Paganel, tearing his hair; “I 
ought not to have forgotten its double appellation. It 
is an unpardonable mistake, one unworthy of a Secre- 
tary of the Geographical Society ! I am disgraced ! ” 

“ Come, come. Monsieur Paganel,” said Lady 
Helena; “ moderate your grief.” 

“ No, Madam, no; I am a mere ass ! ” 

“ And not even a learned one ! 33 added the Major, 
by way of consolation. 

When the meal was over, Harry Grant put every- 
thing in order in his house. He took nothing away, 
wishing the guilty to inherit the riches of the inno- 
cent. Then they returned to the vessel ; and, as Glen- 
arvan had determined to start the same day, he 
gave immediate orders for the disembarkation of the 
quartermaster. Ayrton was brought up on the 
poop, and found himself face to face with Ilarry 
Grant. 

“ It is I, Ayrton ! ” said Grant. 

“ Yes, it is you, captain,” replied Ayrton, without 
the least sign of surprise at Harry Grant's recovery. 
“Well, I am not sorry to see you again in good 
health.” 

“It seems, Ayrton, that I made a mistake in land- 
ing you on an inhabited coast.” 

“ It seems so, captain.” 

“You are going to take my place on this unin- 
habited island. May heaven give you repentance ! ” 
n.z. 17 
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u Amen / 5 said Ayrton, calmly. 

Glenarvan then addressed the quartermaster. 

"It is still your wish, then, Ayrton, to be left 
behind ? ” 

" Yes, my Lord ! ” 

"And Isle Tabor meets your wishes ? 33 
" Perfectly.” 

"Now then, listen to my last words, Ayrton. You 
will be cut oft' here from all the world, and no com- 
munication with your fellows is possible. Miracles are 
rare, and yon will not be able to quit this isle. You 
will be alone, with no eye upon you but that of God, 
who reads the deepest secrets of the heart; but you will 
he neither lost nor forsaken, as Captain Grant was. 
Unworthy as you are of any one’s remembrance, you 
will not be dropped out of recollection. I know where 
you arc, Ayrton, I know whereto find you — I shall never 
forget.” 

"God keep your Honour,” was all Ayrton’s 
reply. 

These were the final words exchanged between 
Glenarvan and the quartermaster. The boat was read}, 
and Ayrton got into it. 

John Mangles had previously conveyed to the island 
several cases of preserved food, besides clothing, and 
tools, and firearms, and a supply of powder and shot. 
The quartermaster could commence a new life of honest 
labour. Nothing was lacking, not even books ; among 
others, the Bible, so dear to English hearts. 

The paring hour had come. The crew and all tlu* 
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passengers were assembled on deck. More than one 
felt his heart swell with emotion. Mary Grant and 
Lady Helena could not restrain their feelings. 

“Must it be done?” said the young wife to her 
husband. “ Must the poor man be left there? ” 

“ fie must, Helena,” replied Lord Glenarvan. “ It 
is the expiation of his crimes.” 

At that moment the boat, in charge of John 
Mangles, turned away. Ayrton, who remained stand- 
ing, and still unmoved, took off his cap and bowed 
gravel}'. 

Glenarvan uncovered, and all the crew followed his 
example, as if in presence of a man who was about to 
die, and the boat went oil in profound silence. 

On reaching land, Ayrton jumped on the sandy 
shore, and the boat returned to the yacht. It was then 
four o’clock in the afternoon, and from the poop the 
passengers could see the quartermaster gazing at the 
ship, standing with folded arms on a rock, motionless 
as a statue. 

“ Shall we set sail, mv Lord ? ” asked John 
Mangles. 

“ Yes, John,” replied Glenarvan, hastily, more 
moved than he cared to show. 

“ Go on ! ° shouted John to the engineer. 

The steam hissed and pufled out, the screw began 
to stir the waves, and by eight o'clock the last peaks 
of Isle Tabor disappeared in the shadows of the night. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

JACQUKS PAGAN F.r/s LAST FRKAK. 

On the 19th of March, eleven days after leaving the 
island, the Duncan sighted the American coast, and 
next dav dropped anchor in the hav of Talealuiano. 
They had come hack again alter a voyage of live 
months, during which, and keeping strictly along the 
37th parallel, thev had gone round the world. Tin 
passengers in this memorable expedition, unprecedented 
in the annals of the Travellers 1 Club, had visited Chili, 
the Pampas, the Argentine Republic, the Atlantic, the 
island of Tristan d’Acunha, the Indian Ocean, Amster- 
dam Island, Australia, New Zealand, Isle labor, and 
the Pacific. Their search had not been fruitless, for 
they were bringing back the survivors ol the ship- 
wrecked Brit an ?n a . 

Not one of the brave Scots who set out at the 
summons of their chief, but could answer to their 
names ; all were returning to their old Scotia. 

As soon as the Duncan had been re-provisioned, she 
sailed along the coast of Patagonia, doubled Cape Horn, 
and made a swift run up the Atlantic Ocean. 

No voyage could he more devoid of incident. 1 he 
yacht was simply carrying home a cargo of happiness. 
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1 here was no secret now on board, not even John 
Mangles’ attachment to Mary Grant. 

Yes, there was one mystery still, which greatlv 
excited McNabbs' curiositv. W hy was it that Paganel 
remained always hermetically fastened up m his 
clothes, with a big comforter round his throat and 
up to his very ears t 1 he Major was burn mu with 
desire to know the reason of this singular fashion. 
Put in spite of interrogations, allusions, and suspicions 
on the part ol McNabbs, Paganel would not unbutton. 

Not even when the Duncan crossed the line, and 
the heat was so great that the seams of the deck 
were melting. 

“ 1 !c is so distrait that he thinks he is at St. Peters- 
burg'/ 7 said the Major, when lie siw the geographer 
wrapped in an immense great-coat, as if the mercury 
had been frozen in the thermometer. 

At last on the i,th o( Mav, liltv-three davs from 
the time of leaving Taleahuano, John Mangles 
sighted the lights of t ape (dear. The Yacht entered 
St. Georuc’s Channel, crossed the Irish Sea, and on 
the icth of Mav reacht d the Firth of Clyde. At II 
o'clock she dropped anchor oil* Dumbarton, and at 

2 p.m. the passengers arrived at Malcolm Castle 
amidst the enthusiastic cheering of the Highlanders. 

As fate would have it then, Harry Grant and his 
two companions were saved. John Mangles wedded 
Mary Grant in the old cathedral of St. Mungo, and 
Mr. Paxton, the same clergyman who had prayed 
nine months before for the deliverance of Ahe/ father. 
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now blessed the marriage of his daughter and his 
deliverer. Robert was to become a sailor like Harry 
Grant and John Mangles, and take part with them in 
the captain's grand projects, under the auspices of Lord 
Glenarvan. 

But had fate also decreed that Paganel was not to 
die a bachelor? Probablv so. 

The fact was, the learned geographer after his heroic 
exploits, could not escape celebrity. 1 1 is blunders 
made quite a furore among the fashionables of Scotland, 
and he was overwhelmed with courtesies. 

It was then that an amiable lady, about thirty years 
of age, in fact, a cousin of McNabbs, a little* eccentric 
herself, but good and still charming, (ell in love with 
the geographer's oddities, and offered him her hand. 
Fortv thousand pounds went with it, but that was not 
mentioned. 

Paganel was far from being insensible to the senti- 
ments of Miss Arabella, but vet he did not dare to 
speak. 

It was the Major who was the medium ol com- 
munication between these two souls, evidentlv made (or 
each other. He even told Paganel that his marriage was 
the last freak he would be able to allow himself. 

Patranel was in a great state of embarrassment, hut 
strangely enough could not make up his mind to speak 
the fatal word. 

“ Does not Miss Arabella please you them ? ” asked 
McNabbs. 

“ Oh, Major, she is charming," exclaimed Paganel, 
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“ a thousand times too charming, and if I must tell 
you all, she would please me better if she were less so. 

I wish she had a defect ! ” 

''Be easy on that score,” replied the Major, cc she 
has, and more than one. 1 he most perfect woman in 
the world has always her quota. So, Paganel, it is 
settled then, I suppose ? ” 

“ I dare not.” 

“ Come now, my learned friend, what makes you 
hesitate ? ” 

(< 1 am unworthy of Miss Arabella,” was the invari- 
able reply of the geographer. And to this he would stick. 

At last, one day being fairly driven in a corner bv 
the intractable Major, he ended by colliding to him, 
under the seal of seeresv, a certain peculiarity which 
would facilitate his apprehension should the police ever 
be on the track. 

u Bail ! ” said the Major. 

“ It is really as l tell you,” replied Paganel. 

“ What does it matter, my worthy friend r ” 

“ Do you think so, Major? ” 

“ On the contrary, it only makes you more un- 
common. It adds to vour personal merits. It is the 
very thing to make you the nonpareil husband that 
Arabella dreams about.” 

And the Major with imperturbable gravity left 
Paganel in a state of the utmost disquietude. 

A short conversation ensued between McNabbs and 
Miss- Arabella. A fortnight afterwards, the marriage 
was celebrated in grand style in the chapel of Malcolm 
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Pagan el looked magnificent, but closely hut- 
iip, and Miss Arabella was arrayed in splendour, 
f Snd this secret* of the geographer would have been 
|ver billed in oblivion, if the Major had not mon- 
oid it to Glenarvan, and he could not hide it from 
X&dy Helena, who gave a hint to Mrs. Mangles. To 
bmake a long story short, it got in the end to M. Olbi- 
nett’s ears and soon became noised abroad. 

■ Jacques Paganel, during his three days’ captivity 
among the Maories, had been tattooed from the feet to 
the shoulders, and he bore on his chest a heraldic kiwi, 
with outspread wings, which was biting at his heart. 

This was the only adventure ot his grand voyage 
that Paganel could never get over, and he always 
bore a grudge to New Zealand on account ol it. It 
was for this reason too, that, notwithstanding solicita- 
tions and regrets, he never would return to Pranc e, i h- 
dreaded lest he should expose the whole Geographical 
Society in lus person to the jests ol caricaturists and 
low newspapers, by their secretary coming hack tattooed. 
The return ol the captain to Scotland was a 
national event, and Harry Grant was soon the* iiKht 
popular man in old Caledonia. 1 lis son Robert became 
a sailor like himself and Captain Mangles, and under 
the patronage of Lord Glenarvan they resumed tin* 
project of founding a .Scotch eolonv m the Southern 
Seas. . ; ‘ ‘ • . < ' 'v 
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Crown 4to, cloth, gilt edges. 

PUBLISHED BY UEOIIGE I10UTL&DG5 A ND SONS. 



Three-and-sixpenny Picture Books— continued . 

Routledge’s Picture Book of Alphabets. Crown 4to. 
Routledg-e’3 Picture Book of Animals and Birds. Crown 4fco. 
Routledge’s Coloured Picture Books. 8 Series. Crown 4to, cloth.. 
For a Good Child. With 18 pages of Coloured Plates. 

Routledge’s Picture Book. With 18 pages of Coloured Plates. 

A Present for My Darling-. With 18 i>:iges of Coloured Plates. 

The Good Child’s Album. With 18 pages of Coloured Plates. 
Nursery Rhymes. With Plates hy II. S. Marks. 

Nursery Songs. With Plates by II. S. Marks. 


ROUT LEDGE'S THREE-SHILLING JUVENILE BOOKS . 

With Illustrations , cloth gilt , 3s. each. 


Boys at Home. By C. Adams. 
Cecil Kaye. 

Dogs and their Ways. 

The Holiday Came. By St. John 
Corbitt. 

Helen Mordavnt. By the Author 
of “ Naomi.” 

Romance or Adventure. 

Play Hours and II ale Holiday's. 
Walks and Talks of Two 
Schooled ys. 

The Island Home. 

UlI.DKKD THE DAUGHTER. 

Hardy and II i nter. 

Fred and hie Gorillas. By T. 
Miller. 


Guizot’s Moral Tales. 

Frank \\ ildmvn’h Adventure.*. 
Wild Sports in the. Par West. 
Voyage and Venture. 

Young Whaler. By Gne* 

STAECKER. 

Wolff’s Fairy Tales. 

G HEAT C I T I KS i OF T H II M I DDL"' 
Ages. 

Pawnings of Genius. 

( ■KI.EltK A I ED CHILDREN. 

Seven Wonders of the World. 
Fakkif.Gold. By Ciioui.ey. 

The Travels of Bo e an do. 

Great Cities of the Ancient 
World. 


ROUTLEDGE'S HALF-CROWN JUVENILE BOOKS 

Prop. Svo, Illustrated by the licst Artists, gilt, 2s. 6'/. rack. 


Akrei.l. 

Fda Morton and Her Cousins. 

By M. M. Bell. j 

Gii.iu.kt the Adventurer. j 

The Lucky Penny, and other j 
Talks. IIv Mrs. S. C. Hall. j 
Minna Raymond. Illustrated by j 
Birket Foster. 

Helena Bertram. By the Author 
cf “ The Four Sisters.” 
i, G roks of the Workshop, etc. 

By K. L. Brightwkll. 

Sunshine and Cloud. Miss Bow- 
man. 


3 he M aze of Life. By the Autii.*. . 

of “ '1 lie F**ur Si»fiT>.” 

Tin: Wide, Wide World. 

The Lameeightee-. B\ Cummin-. 
Km tou’s Daugiitkr. Miss Bov/* 

MAN. 

Old Helmut. Bv Miss Wethf.ki.li. 
Deeds, Not W MllIS. 

The Secret or a Life. 

Quekchy. By Me.-s Wethekell. 
Sir Poland Ashton. By Lady 
Long. 

Sir Wilfred’s Seven Plight: 3 
By Madame Pk Cuatllain. 


FUBLI8HKO BY GEORGE ROUTLEDGE AND SONS. 



Routledoe’s Half-Crown Juvenile Books — continued . 


Ellen Montgomery's Book- 
Shelf. With Coloured Illustra- 
tions. 

Two School Girls. With ditto. 

Melbourne IIoure, By Miss 
Wktheuell. 

The Word; or, Walks from Eden. 

The M edwins of Wykeham. By 
the Author of “ Marian.’' 

The Yoi:no Artists. 

Boy Cavaliers. By Rev. H. C. 
Adams. 

Gilderoy, the Hero of Scot- 
land. 

Emii.y Chester. 

Lamb's Talks. 

Stories of Old Daniel. 

Extraordinary Men. 

Life of Napoleon. 

BoFULAR A STR( > N OM Y. 

Ores of Heaven. 

Lit i en d or 1'oe: A Talk of 
Sedomoor. By the ltev. H. C. 
Adams. 


Pilgrim’s Progress. By Offor, 
Tales of Naval Adventure. 
Matilda Lonsdale. 

Life of Wellington. 

The Glen Luna Family, 

Uncle Tom’s Cabin. 

Mabel Vaughan. 

Christian Melville. 

The Letter of Marque. 

The Swiss Family Robinson. 
Kvknings at Home. 

Sandford and Merton. 

Sti: BRING IT F. a V EN AYA lU). 

Aunt Jane’s Hero, 

Kai.oolah. By W. S. Mayo. 
Patience Strong. 

Gulliver’s Travels. Coloured 
l’latew. 

Life of Nelson. By Alt.en. 
Young Gold Digger. By Gf.r- 
staecker. 

Borin son C rusoe . 

Tin: Gay worth as. By the Author 
of ‘‘ Faith Gartney.” 


ROUTLEDG E ! S BOOKS FOR YOUNG READERS . 

Illustrated leg Arsolon, Gilbert, IIaruison With, <£*c. 

Sq. royal, gill, 2s*. each. 

Am using* Tales for Young' People. By Mrs. Myrtle. 

The Donkey’s Shadow, and other Stories. 

Broken Pitcher, and other Stories. 

The Little Lychetts, By Author of “Olive,” As. 

Great Wonders of the World. 

A Visit to the Zoological Gardens. 

The Richmonds’ Tour in Europe. 

Aly First Picture Book, oh pages of Coloured Plates, ldmo, cloth. 
Aunt Bessie's Picture Book. With M page> <d Plates. 

Little Lily’s Picture Book. With P<5 pages of Plato. 

Story of a Nutcracker. 2tU Pictures. 

Old Mother Hubbard s Picture Book. :»(> pages of Coloured Plate?. 
Cock Robin’s Picture Book. pages of Coloured Plates. 

Aunt Mary’s Sunday Picture Book, With pages of Plates. 
Sunday Reading* for Good Children. M ith 9u pages of P aIajs. 
The Punch and Judy Picture Book. Sv> pages of Pictures. 

Pu Bay's Picture Book. Ditto. 


PUBLISHED BY GEORGE ROUTLEDGE AND SONS. 



ROUTLEDGE'S EIGHTEENPENNY JUVENILE BOOKS. 


Iii square 1 Qmo> cloth , with IllustratioTis by Gilbert, Ailsolox, «£•,:*. 

mi 

The Peasant and the Prince. By Harriet Martin eau. 

The Crofton Boys, By ditto. 

Feats on the Fiord. By ditto. 

Settlers at Home. By ditto. 

Holiday Hambies ; or, The School Vacation. 

The Little Drummer ; a Tale of the Russian W ar. 

Frank. By Maria Kpukwuktii. 

Kosamond. By ditto. 

Harry and Lucy, Littlo Dos- Trusty, The Cherry Orchard, (tu. 
A Ilcro; cr, Philip’s Book. By the Author of “ John Ilalif.i:;.'" 
Story of an Apple. By Indy Campbell. 

Tho Cabin by the Wayside. 

Memoirs of a Doll. By Mrs. Bissr.?. 

The Black Princess. 

Laura and Ellen; or, Time Works Wontters. 

Emigrant’s Lost Son. <i. II. IIai.l. 

Runaways (The) and the Gipsies. 

Dadcly Dacro’s School. By Mi>\ Hall. 

British Wolf Hunters. By T. .Mill::;:. 

Eow cf Faith; or, Old Testament Lessons. By M.vni a V.huau i*. 
Anchor of Hope; or, New Testament Lessons. By din •. 

Mrs. London’s Young* Naturalist. 

Accidents of Childhood; or, Stories for Heedless Children. 
Annie Maitland; or, Tho Lesson of Life. By D. Ui<.lim**nd. 
Lucy Elton ; or, Home and School. By the Author ••£ “ Tho 

Twin ” 

Daily Thoughts for Children. By Mrs. Gelbart. 

Emilio the Peacemaker. By ditto. 

Truth is Everything*. By ditto. 

Christmas Holidays. By Min Jane S.tbi t.i.an'js 
Rose and Kate ; or, Tho Little Howards. 

Aunt Emma. By the wi.k* An; 

The Island cf tho Rainbow. By Mtv.. Nip.vtn Cl .o-la 
M ax Frero ; or, Return Good for Evil. 

Rainbows in Springtide. 

The Child's First Booh of Natural History- By A. L. B<n.>, 
Florence tho Orphan. 


BUB Lib HMD BY HMGI10E UOUTLEDGIi AND SONS. 



Eighteen pen ny Juvenile Kooks — continued. 

Tlic Castle and Cottage. By Mrs. Purring. 
Fabulous Histories. By M rs. Trimmer. 

School Days at Harrow. 

Mrs. Barbauld’s Lessons. 

Holidays at Limewood. 

Traditions of Palestine. By Harriet Martin, :au. 
On the Gca. By Mis.s Cam "cell. 

Gamc3 and Sports. 

The Young Angler. 

Athletic Sports. 

Games of Skill. 

Scientific Amusements. 

Miriam and Itosetlc. 

Picture Book of Animals and Birds. 

Ruth Hall. By Fanny Fern. 

Boy Info on tho "Water. 

Original Poems. (Minjilcte. By A. ,'uxlJ. Taylor. 
Homo an 1 Foreign Birds, lfm Flaps. 

W'ihl and Domestic Animals. Ho Plates. 

How Paul Arnold made his Fortune. 

The Lamplighter. 

Tho Billow and tho Rook, lly Harriet Marti neau. 
A Year at School. By Tmi Brown. 

IE sop’s Fables. Wkh > Pi-tarns. 


THE MASTER JACK SERIES. 

In fi?nail Ato y Jnn^j cover , each with 48 paae.c <j' j'luf, 


a! as i i:h J \ ( k. 

Mvmmv’s Pei run. 
Xr.i.i.P’ and Bertha. 
run Coemns. 

Tai.es nr a in; Semi. 
Sin hap. The Yu yah eh, 

Borin Hoop. 

PlUNCr. 11 EMl'SEEl). 


The KxniANini Hou> 
1)vmi: Mru iir.i.i, and 
Ntim.iiy Rhymer 
Tm: Tu;i:r lam . 

The Pent .1 ev. r.i e 
B ; a E e S ini:; j 
My Bist Pi.o'EK. 


Cat. 


My A ]> (’ Book. 
Fees key Rhymes, 
Oi.d Ti.stamint A 
Litter Stories 

C ill 1. 1 'REE.'. 


A :id lath Luicurr <‘ 
; Th 

kit. : 'Pin 

B (’. $ Tin 

FOR C l CP | Til ; 


Pin V,; ; 

History of Mosrs. 

11 isiory or Jos nr 1 . 

Farm Yard A P C. 

C i i iLo* s Hook or Trades. 


PUBLISHED BY GEORGE ROUTLKDGE AXi> SOFSi 



ROUTLEDGE'S ONE-SYLLABLE SERIES. 

By MARY GO DOLPHIN. 

In 1 6mo t cloth gilt , with Coloured Plates , price 2 s. 6d. each. 

Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress. I lto hinson Crusoe. 

Evenings at Home. J Swiss Family Roiunson. 

Child’s First Lksson Book. 

TWO-SHILLING GIFT-BOOKS. 

With Illustrations , strongly bound in cloth. 


Juvenile Tales for all Seasons. 
Conquest and Self-Conquest. 
Evenings at Donaldson Manor. 
Pk.vi.sk and Princiule. 

Grace and Isaekl. (MTntomi.) 
Charms and Counter-Charms. 

G E KTR V I ) F. A N D K U LA L I K . 

Hoeert and Harold. 

Bohinson the Younger. 

Amy Carlton. 

Rom ns on* Crusoe. 

LyUKA I E MJ'L k . 

IIarry and his Homes. 

Our Native I .and. 

The Bundle of Slicks. 

Jj ESTER AND I; OR, BEWARE of 
WORLDLINFSS. By Ml . .M YE- 
N' K US. 

The Cherry Stones. By Rev. 
11. C. Adams. 

The First of June. By < : i t ? « * . 
May Dun da>; or. The Fori r. of 
Fxamri.e. By Mrs. Glldykt. 

( i T. PAUSES OF OUR l^L Y\I> JloME. 

By Mi>. Gild art. 

Thk Indian Boy. By Rev. H. C. 
Adams. 

F.rnjk Hi. ion at 
’ i'u i; Si an dard 
School^.. 

Try 

i-f 4 * Arthur .M * < r 1 d, 1 1 ; ! 

Tin: Swi.'vs Famii. 

Fyfnim.s a i Home.. 

Sandford and Merton. 
i.RNIE K Li ( ) N AT S< HooL. 

John Hartley 
The Wonder Book. 

T yn oi.lwood Tales. 

Archie Blake. 

Inez and Emmeline. 

The Or r ran of Waterloo. 

Mac m Gj lvi \. 

ToDD’r. 1. 1(0 CIS TO ChILDIU 
M arooner’s In i.wjt. 


The May Flower. By Mrs. 
Stowe. 

Anecdotes of Dogs. 

Mr. Rutherford’s Children. 
The Play-Day-Book. By Fanny 
Fern. With Coloured Flutes. 
Emma. By Jane Austen. 
Northanger Alley. Bv Austen. 
Mansfield Park. By Austen. 
Pride and Prejudice. By 
Aukikn. 

Sense and Sensirility. By 
A 1ST r. n . 

Village Sketches. By the Ee/. 

C. 'T. Wiirmir*!). 

The Boy’s Beyder. 

The G ire’s Beyder. 

! SriDP.ll Sl'iNNINGS. 

Siories ion mnd.yys. By ti.o 
• B* v. H. C. Adyms. 1st Soriod. 

; Ditto. 2nd Series, 
j Adventures among the Indians 
; Cou.nin Aleck. 

The Doctor’s Birthday. By thu 
Rev. If. C. Adams. 

' Wai.ier's Friend. By dill. >. 
j Enn.u Women. 

! Little Women Married, 
i The Chief of tick School. By 
t hr Bov. II. C. Adams. 


{ The School Friends. By W. ii 
G. lv 1 N ( i 1 o N . 

Sunday E\i. sings at Home. By 
Bcv. H. C. Adams. 1st juries. 
Ditto. 2nd Senes. 

Wild Rose. By tho Author of 4 ‘ A 
Trap to Cal< h ;t S unhram.” 

S sow duo us. By ditto. 

The to ean Child. By M: >- 
| Myrtle. 

! G u i.lj y r.ti’g Travels, c-Re 

| Plates. 


Hom E. 

Poetry Book for 


Tk 1 "T. Bv 


A uHi< 


meet Vini.Kix. B\ t lit* Author j, 
** A Trap to Cuteh a Sunbeam.” 


PUBLISH HI) B Y GEORGE ROUT LEDGE AND SUES. 



NATURAL HISTORY. 

Routledge's Illustrated Natural History. By the Rev. J. G. 

Wood, M.A. With more than 1,500 Illustrations by Coleman, Wolf, 
Harrison Weir, Wood, Zweckkr, and others. 3 vols., super-royal, cloth] 
price p 2 . 14s. I he volumes are also sold separately, viz.:- — Mammalia, with 
600 Illustrations, 1 8s. ; Birds, with 500 Illustrations, 18s.; Reptiles, Fishes, and 
Insects, 400 Illustrations, 18s.; half-calf, 25s. 

Kentledges Illustrated Natural History of Man. Being an 

Account of the Manners and Customs of the Uncivilized Races of Men By 
tin* Rev. J. G. W ood, M.A., l.L.S. With more than 600 Original Illustra- 
tions by Zweckkr, Danby, Angas, Handley, and others, Engraved by the 
Brothers Dalziel. Vol. I., Africa, 18s. ; Vol. II., Australia, New Zealand, 
Polynesia, America, Asia, and Ancient Europe, 20s, 2 vols. super-royal 8vo., 
cluth, 38s. ; half- calf, 50s. 

Ike New Illustrated Natural History. By the Rev. J. G. 

Wood. M.A. With 600 Illustrations by Wolf, Zwfxker, Coleman, Har- 
vey, and others. Super-royal 8vo., cloth, price £ 1 . is. 

An Illustrated Natural History. By the Rev. J. G. Wood, 

M.A. With 500 Illustrations by William Harvey, and 8 full-page Plates by 
Wolf and Harrison W hr. Post 8vo., cloth, gilt edges, 6s. 

A Popular Natural History. Adapted for Young Readers. 

By the Rev. J. G. Wood. With 700 Iliustintions by WuLF, Wuu, &c. 410., 
cloth, gilt edges, 12s. 6d. 

The Toys Own Natural History . By the Rev. J. G. Wood, 

M.A. With 400 Illustrations. 3s. 6d. cloth. 

Shctclics and Anecdotes of Animal Life. By the Rev. J. G. 

Wood. Illustrated by Harrison Weir. Feap. 8vo., doth, 3s. 6d. 

Animal Traits and Characteristics ; or, Sketches and Anec- 

dote. of Animal Fife. By the Rev. J. G. Wood. With illustrations. Feap. 

8 vo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Whites Natural History of ScJboruc. A New Edition. 

Edited bv the Rev. J. (1. Wood, and lllm-tiaicd with above 200 IUubtratiuns 
by W. Harvey. lonely printed. Feap. 8vo., cloth., 35. 6d. 

My Feathered Friends : Being Descriptions and Anecdotes 

of various Birds. By the Rev. J. G. Wood, M.A. Feap. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Our Domestic Pets . By the Rev. J. G. Wood. With Illus- 

trations by the Brothers DaL/ieL. Feap. Svo., 3s. 6d. 

Dogs and their Ways. Illustrated by numerous Anecdotes, 

compiled from Authentic Sources. By the Rev. Charles W ii. liams. \\ ah 
^Illustrations. Feap. Svo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Su'gacity of Animals. With 60 Engravings by IIarrlon 

Weir. Small 4to., 3s. 6U. 



NATURAL HISTORY. 


The Fresh - Water and Salt - Wafer Aquarium . By the 
Rev. J. G. Wood, M. A. The Tine Edition, with n Coloured 
Plates, containing 126 objects. Cloth, 3J. 6</. 

The Kitchen and Flower-Garden ; or, The Culture in 

the open ground of Roots, Vegetables, Herbs, and Emits, and of 
Bulbous, Tuberous, Fibrous, Rooted, and Shrubby Flowers. By 
Eugenic Sebastian Delamkk. Fcap., cloth, gilt edges, price 
3-r. 6d. 

Wild Flowers: How to See, and How to Gather 

them. With Remarks on the Economical and Medicinal Uses ol 
our Native Plants. By Sri.sc hr 'Thomson, M.D. A New 
Edition, entirely Revised, with 1 7 1 Woodcuts, and 8 large Coloured 
Illustrations by Noel Humphreys. Fcap. Svo, cloth, gilt edges, 
price js. 6 d. 


Haunts of the Wild Flowers: Including those of 

Woods, Hedges, Fields, Meadows, River-Ados, Mountains Sea- 
shore, Ac. By Anne I’k vtt. With Coloured Elates. Ec.ip. 
Svo, cloth, gilt edges, 3>r. 6*4 

Our Woodlands , Heaths , and Hedges: A Popular 

1 )escrip: ion of 'Trees, Shrubs, Wild Fruits, Ac., with Nonce-; <.{ 
their Insect Inhabitants. By W. S. Cm. EM AN, M.E.S.E. T ! g 
F ine Tuition, with 41 illustrations printed in Colours on S Elate-,. 
Fcap., cloth, gilt edges, price 3 s. 6 </. 

British Ferns and the Allied Plants: Comprising tin; 

( 'lub-Mos-ses, Pepperworts, and Horsetails. By Tin *mas Mm.iiu-, 
E.I..S. With 20 Pages of Coloured Illustrations, embracing 52 
subjects. Cloth, 5 s. 

British Ferns and their Allies : Comprising the Club- 

Mos-es, Pepperworts, and Horsetails. By Thomas M<-m:E. 'The 
l ine Fditiv»n, with 40 Illustrations by W. S. On 1 MAN', beautifully 
printed in Colours, heap. Svo, cloth, gilt edges, price 30 6 u. 

British Mosses: Comprising a General Account of 

their Structure, Fructification, Arrangement, and DEhibution. By 
KuLEut M. Stack, F.K.S.F, With 20 pages of Coloured Illus- 
trations, embracing 80 subjects. Cloth, 5 s. 

The Calendar of the Months. By the Rev. J. G. Wool). 

•With Coloured Title and Frontispiece. 1 00 Illustrations. Cloth, 
gilt edge ,, 31. 6d. 


Chamber and Cage Birds. Translated from Dr. 

Becbstein by W. F. Shivkakd. New Edition, Revised by 
George J. Bar?:ksby. Cloth, gilt edges, 3*. 6<4 



NATURAL HISTORY. 


The Young Naturalist. By Mrs. Lou DON. 

cloth. Illustrated, u. 6 d. 

The Child's First Book of Natural History . By Miss 

Bond. With ioo Illustrations. i6mo, cloth, is. 6 d. 

The Common Objects of the Country . By the Rev. J. G. 

Wood. The Fine Edition, with Illustrations by Cor. km an, 
containing 150 of the “Objects” beautifully printed in Colours. 
Cloth, gilt edges, price 3^. 6 d. 

Common British Beetles . By the Rev. J. G. Wood, 

M.A. The Fine Edition, with Woodcuts and Twelve pages of 
I’lates, illustrating all the Varieties of Beetles, beautifully printed in 
Colours by Edmund Evans. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, price 
6,4 

1 Vest wood's (Professor) British Butterflies and their 

Transformations. With numerous Illustrations, beautifully Coloured 
by hand. Imperial Svo, cloth, 12 s. 6 </. 

British Butterflies . Figures and Descriptions of every 

Native Species, with an Account of Butterfly Life. The Fine 
Fdirion, with 71 Coh.u.ol Figures of Butterflies, all of exact life- 
size, and 67 f igures of Caterpillars, Chrysalides, Cvc. By W. S. 
Cdkkman. Fcap., cloth gilt, price 31. 6,4 

The Common Moths of England. By the Rev. J. G. 

Wn»>D, M.A. The Fine Edition, with 12 HaVs printed in Colours, 
comprising 100 objects. Cloth, gilt edges, 3-. 6.4 

The Poultry Pooh. By W. B. TegetmKTE R. F.Z.S. 

With 30 full-page Illustrations of tin* different Varieties, drawn from 
Lite by llARKISoN Willi:, and printed in Colours by EKtr.II TON 
Jd.o'i iiF.ss ; and numerous Woodcuts, lmperir’ Svo, handsomely 
bound in cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, price 2 it 

Pigeons. By W. B. TeGICTMF.ikr, F.Z.S. With 27 

Coloured Representations of tlie different Varieties, ilr.nvn from 
Fife by Harrison Wkik, and printed in Colours by Lf.ighton 
Bk< » ri! KRs, and numerous Woodcuts. Imperial Svo, handsomely 
bound in cloth, gilt edges, price ioj. 6.4 

British Birds Eggs and Nests. By the Rev. J. C. 

Atkinson. The l ine Edition, with original Tllu.-trations by W. S. 
Com.man, printed in Colours, heap., cloth, gilt edges, price 
3^. 6*4 

The Common Objects of the Sea-Shore. With Hints 

for the A«juarium. Bv the Rev. J. C». Worn. The Fine Edition, 
with the Illustrations bv <4 1 ». S<>wi rfy, beautifully printed iv 
Colours. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, ,U. 6<4 



BOOKS FOR THE COUNTRY. 


Price is. each. (Tost age 2</.) Many Illustrations in each Volume, 
and bound in Picture Hoards. 

BOTANY— 

Our Woodlands , Heaths , and Hedges . By W. S. 

Coleman. 40 Illustrations. 

British Ferns. By TlIOMAS MOORE, F.L.S. 40 

Coloured Illustrations. 

Flax and Hemp: Their Culture and Manipulation. 
By Del. AM if R. With Plates. 

Price 2 s. f in boards. (Postage 3//.) 

Wild Flowers. Where to Find, and How to Know 
them. By Spencer Thomson, illustrated. 

Haunts of the Wild Flowers. By Anne Be ATT. 
Illustrated. 

;e ^ 'e Edition, superior paper, large type, with Platen in C ■! 
leap. Svo, gilt edges, 3'. isa. t Postage >p/. ) 

Brin Ferns and Allied Plants. By Moore. 

Wild /■'Furrs. By Spencer Thomson. 

Wild Flowers. By Anne Pratt. 


.HE COUNTRY - 

Ihi. e is. each. iPuatage 2.1. f 

By Rev. J. G. Wood, M.A., 

Editor of “ Routledge’s Illustrated Natural lli-duiy.” 

The Common Objects of the Sea- Shore. With Plates. 

The Common Objects of the Country. With Plates. 

Common British Moths. 100 Illustrations. 

Aquarium. Fresh and Salt Water. 120 1 1 He trait ’ . 

Common British Beetles. With IOO Illustrations by 
E. Smith ami T. W. \Yo<>n. 

British Butterflies. By W. S. Coleman. With 150 

Illustrations of Butterflies, Caterpillars, 

Birds’ Fgy and Nests. By Rev\ V. C. Atkinson. 

IOO Illustrations by W. S. Coleman. Boards. 
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